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TT ber ye come, diſtite, and ſo undo 


+: | 


The Players, and diſgrace the Poet too; 
But he proteſts againſt your Votes, and ſwears 
Hell not be try d by any, but his Peers; 
He claims his Privilege, and ſays tis fit 


Nothing ſbould be the Judge of Wit, but Wit. 


Now you will all be Wits, and be Ipraj ; 


And you that diſcommend it, mend the Play; 
*Tis the beſt ſatisfaftion he knows then 


His turn will come to laugh at you agen. 


Bat Gentlemen if ye diſlike the Play, 


Pray make no words on't till the ſecoud Day, 


Or third be paſt : For we would have you know it, 
| The loſs will fall on us, not on the Poet: 


For he writes not for Money, nor for Praiſe, 

Nor to be calld a Wit, nor to wear Bays : 
Cares not for Frowns, or Smiles : ſo now you'll ſay, 
Then (why the Devil) did he write a Play? 


He ſays, *twas then with him, as now with yon, 


He aid it when he had nothing elſe to do. 


Acdors. 


A 
F v4 


F Aces. 
| Sleena A 


Alan, King of Perſia, 
< * Arza, the Prince, his Son. 
Erythea, the Princeſs, his Wife. 


Hah, the King's Favourite. Enemies to the 


Mirvan, Haly's Confident. J Prince. 

rr Lords, Friend he Prin. 

Morat, S wo Lords, Friends to the Prince. 
Caliph, 1 

| Solyman, afooliſh Courtier. ts : 
Soffy, the Prince his Son, now King of Perſia. 
Fatyma, his Daughter. | 

2 Turkiſh Baſbams. 

3 Captains. 

2 Women. 
Pinſician. 


| Tormentors. 


THE 


8 


2 — 


A 


=: Mor. 
4 1 ; 


ons = 


SOPHY. 


Addus Primus 
1 Enter Abdall and Morat. 


'Y Lord, you have good intelligence, 
What News from the Army, 
Any certainty of their Deſign or Strength ? 
Abd. We know not their Deſign : But for rhei r 
Strength, 

The diſproportion i is ſo great, we cannot but 

Expect a fatal Conſequence. 

Mor. How great, my Lord? 

Abd, The Tarks are Fourſcore Thouſand Foot, 
And Fiſty Thouſand Horſe. And we in the whole 
Exceed not Forty Thouſand. $”þ| |) 

Mor. Methinks the Prince ſhould know 
That Judgments more eſſential to a General, 

Than Courage, if he prove Victorious | 
*Tis but a happy Raſhneſs. | 

Aba. But if he loſe the Battel, *tis an Error 

Bey ond Excuſe, or Remedy, conſidering 


That 
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That half the leſſer Aſia will follow 

The Victor's Fortune. 
Mor. *Tis his ſingle Vertue 
And Terror of his Name, that walls us in 
From Danger; were he loſt, the naked ** 
Would be a brey expos'd to all Invaders. 5 
Ad. But is't not neceſſary 

The King ſhould know his Danger? 
Mor. To tell him of fo great a Danger, 
Were but to draw a greater on our {elves : 
For though his Eye is open as the eee | 
TowardsLufts and Pleaſures, yet fo faſt aL2tha roy 
Has ſeiz'd his Powers towards publick Cares and 
He ſleeps like Death. ED (dangers, 
Aba. He's a Man of that ſtrange Compoſition, 
Made up of all the worſt Extremities 5 ; 
Or Voith, and Age. 
A And though 


He * the Heats of Youth, and Coldsof ken. 


Yet neither tempers, nor corrects the other; 
As it there were an Ague in his Nature 
That till inclines to one Extream. 
Ahd. Bit the Ca'iph, or Hi, or ſome that know 
His ſofter Hours, might beſt acquaint him with it, 
Mor. Alas, they thew him nothing 
But in the Glaf. of Flatter y. if any thing 
May be ir a ſh-w of Glory, Fame, or Greatneſs 
Tis multiplyed to an immenſe quantity, 
And ſtretcht even to Divinity: 
But if it tend to Danger, or Diſhonour, 
They turn about the Perſpective, and ſhew it 


So little, at ſuch diſtance, fo like nothing, 
T That 


8 


Dare ſpeak the Truth. 
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That he can ſcarce diſcern it.  (lefpe 
Abd. Tis the Fate of Princes, that no Kruow- 
Comes pure to them, but paſſing through the Eyes 


And Ears of other Men, it takes a Tincture 


From every Ch'nnel ; and ſtill bears a reliſh 


Of Flattery, or private Ends. 


Mor. But Danger and Neceſſity 


Abd. Bi commonly 5 
They ſpeak rot tiſ it ic too ſote: 


And tor Hay, 


He that ſhall tell him of the Prince's Danger. 
But tells him that himſclf is fate. 


% 4 — 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter King, Princeſs, and Solyman. 5 


King. Clear up, clear up, ſweet Enthæa, 
That Cloud that hangs upon thy Brow preſages 


- greater Storm than all the Turkiſh Power 
Can throw upon us, methinks I ſee my Fortune 


Setling her Looks by thine, and in thy Smile 
Sits Victory, and in thy Frown our Ruin: 
Why ſhould not Hope 


As much ere& our Thoughts, as Fear deje& them? 


Why ſhould we 


| Anticipate our Sorrows ? tis like thoſe 
That die for fear of Death : 


What is*t you doubt, his Courage, or his Fortune? 
Princeſs. 


4 me SOPHY. 


Princeſs. Envy it ſelf could never doubt his 


Courage. (that 
Ring. Then let not Love do worſe, by doubting- 


Which is bur Valour's Slave; a wiſe well tem- 
per'd Valour, abc 
For ſuch is his, thoſe Giants Deathand Danger, 
Are but his Miniſters, and ferve a Maſter 

More to he ſcar'd than they; and the blind Goddess 
Is led amongſt the Captives in his Triumph. 


Princeſs. I had rather ſhe had Eyes, for if ſhe 


ſaw him 8 . 

Sure ſhe would love him better; but admit 
She were at once a Goddeſs, and his Slave, 
Yet Fortune, Valour, all is overborn 
By Numbers: as the long reſiſting Bank 
By the impetuous Torrent. 

King. That's but Rumor: 

Neer did the Turk invade our Territory, 
But Fame and Terrour doubled ſtill their Files: 
But when our Troops encountred, then we tound 
Scarce a ſufficient matter for our Fury. One bring, 


Solyman conduct him in, word of a Meſſenger. 


Tis ſurely from the Prince. - 
Enter Poſt, and delivers a Letter. (is well. 
King. Give it our Secretaries, Ihope the Prince 
Poſt. The Letter will inform you. (Euter a Meſſ. 
Meſſ. Sir, the Lords attend you. (Ex. Princeſs En- 


Ring What News from the Army ? (ter Lords. 


Lord. Pleaſe you to hear the Letter? 


King. Read it. (Covert hrow, 
Lord. The Tark enraged with his laſt Years - 


Hath re inforc't his Army with the choice of all 


his Janizars, And 
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Or hatli he raſhly try'd the Chance of War, 
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And the Flow'r of his whole Empire; we 


Underſtand by ſome Fugitives, that he hath 


Commanded J 
The Generals to return with Victory, or expect 
A ſhameful Death : what I ſhall further do, 


(Their Numbers hve times excecding ours) 
I deſire to receive Directions from Your Majeſties 


Command. 
King. Send away all your Guards, 


Let freſh Supplies of Victuals, and of Money. -- 


Lord, Your Jreatures © > 
Are quite exhauſted, the Exchequer's empty. 

King. Send to the Bankers. 

Ah, Sir, upon your late Demands 


They anſwered they were Poor. 


King. Sure the Villains hold a Correſpondence 


Wirh the Enemy, and thus they would betray us: 
Firſt give us up to want, then to Contempt, 


And tlientoRuin ; but tell thoſe Sons of Earth 
Il have their Money, or their Heads 


- ?Tis my Command, when ſuch Occaſions are, 
No Plea mult ſerve ; *tis Cruelty to ſpare. 


Another Meſſnger. [Exeunt Lords, 
Ming. The Prince tranſported with his youthful 


I fear hath gone too far: *ris ſome Diſaſter, (heat. 


Or elſe he would not ſend fo thick: well, bring 


, OY am prepaid to hear the worſt of Evils. (him in; 


Enter Solyman and two Captains, 

C. apt. kiſſes his Hand, (ches, 

Ring. What is the Prince beſieged in his Tren- 
And muſt have ſpeedy Aid, or die by Famine ? 


And 
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And loſt his Army, or his Liberty? 
Tell me what Province they demand for Ranſom : 
Or if the worlt of all 1 hath fallen, 
Sneak, for he could not die unlike himſelf: 
Spzak freely; ; and yet methinks I read 
Something of better fortune in thy Looks, 
But dare not hope it. 

Capt. Sir, the Prince lives. 

King. And hath not loſt his Honour! ? 

Capt. As {aie in Honour as in Life. 

King. Nor Liberty? | 

Capt. Free as the Air he breathes. 

Ring. Return with ſpeed : 


Tell him he ſhall have Money, Victuals, Men, 


With all the haſte they can be levied. Farewel. 


[Offers fo g. 
Capt. But Sir, I have one w ord more. 
K;nz. Then be brief. (venturc. 
Cut. So now you are prepar'd; and I may 


King. What ist? (Care. 


Capt. Sir, a Fathers Love mixt with a Fathers 
This ſhewing Dangers greater, and that nearer, 


Have rais'd your Fears too high; and thote re- 


, 

Too ſuddenly would let in ſuch a Des 

Of Toy, as might oppreſs your Aged Spirits, 
Which made me gently firſt remove your Fears, 
That fo you might have room to entertain 
Your fill of Joy: Your Son's a Conquerour. 
Ring. Delude me not with fained Hopes, falſe 


It cannot be. And if he can but make (Joys; 


Than 


A fair Retreat, I ſhall account it more 


IT. 
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Than all his former Conqueſts, (thoſe huge 
Numbers 5 : 
Arm'd with Deſpair) the Flow'r of all the Empire. 
Capt. Sir, I have not us'd to tell you Tales, or 
Fables, 


And why ſhould you ſuſpect your Happineſs, 
Being ſo conſtant. On my Lifeꝰ tis true Sir. 


Ming. Well, Þll no more ſuſpec 
My Fortune, nor thy Faith: 


Thou and thy News moſt welcom : Sohman 


Co call the Princeſs and the Lords, they ſhall 


Participate our Joys, as well as Cares. 
N Enter Princeſs and Lords. 
Ring. Fair Daughter, blow away thoſe Miſts 
and Clouds, P on mm 


And let thy Eyes ſhine forth in their full Luſtre; 
Inveſt them with thy lovelieſt Smiles, put on 
Thy choiceſt Looks: his coming will deſerve 


them. 1 ( ſafety? 
Princeſs. What, is the Prince returned with 
Tis beyond belief, or hope. 

Ring. I, ſweet Erjthea; 
Laden with Spoils and Honour: all thy Fears, 
Thy wakeful Terrors, and aftrighting Dreams, 


Thy Morning Sighs, and Evening Tears have now 


Their full Rewards. And you my Lords, 
Prepare for Maſquecs and Triumphs: Let no Cir- 
h - - | 


Be wanting, that becomes 
The greatneſs of our State, or Joy. 
Behold he comes. 


8 Huter 
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Enter Prince with Captains, and two 
3 Captive Baſhaws. 
Ring. Welcom brave Son, as welcom to thy 
Father : 
As Phebus was to Jove, when he had ſlain 
Th' ambitious Giants that aſſail'd the Sky; 
And as my Power reſembles that of Jove's, 
So ſhall thy Glory like high Phæbus ſhine 
As bright and as immortal. 
Prince. Great Sir, all acquiſition ” OO. 
Of Glory as of Empire, here I lay before I | 
Your Royal Feet, happy to be the inſtrument 
To advance either: Sir I challenge nothing, 
But am an humble Suitor for theſe Priſoners, | 
The late Commanders of the Turkiſh Powers, | 
Whoſe Valours have deſerv'd a better Fortune. 
K.ing. Then what hath thine deſerv'd? th' are 
TTP -' Rua 1 

Worthy of all thy Royal Anceſtors, (eue, 
And all thoſe many Kingdoms, which their Ver- 
Or got, or kept, though thou hadſt not been 


. * ; 


= | , . 

But Daughter ſtill your looks are ſad, : = 
No longer I'll defer your Joys, go take him Mm 
Into thy chaſt Embrace, and whiſper to him 
That Welcom which thoſe Bluſhes promiſe. 


< . 
Prince. My Erythea, why entertain'ſt thou 
with fo ſad a Brow VVV 
My long deſir'd Return? thou waſt wont 
With Kiſſes and ſweet Smiles, to welcom home 
. My -.. 


Bo. 


ne 
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My ViQories, though bought with Sweat and 


| And long expected. (bloud ; 


Princeſs. Pardog Sir ; 
*T'is with our Souls 
As with our Eyes, that after a long Darkneſs 


Are dazled at the Approach of ſudden Light: 
When i' th' midſt of Fears we are ſurpriz?d 
With unexpected Happineſs : the firſt 


Degrees of Joy are meer Aſtoniſhment. 


And *twas ſo lately ina dreadful Dream 
J Tfaw my Lord fo near Deſtruction, 
| Deprived of his Eyes, a wretched Captive ; | 
Then ſhriekt my ſelf awake, then ſlept again 


And dream'tthe fame ; my ill preſaging Fancy 


Suggeſting ftill'twas crue. 


Prince. Then I forgive thy ſadneſs, ſince Love 
e 
For Love is full of Fears; and liens the ſhadow 


Of Danger, like the ſhadow ot our Bodies, 


Is greater then, when that which! 15 the cauſe 


Is fartheſt off. 


Princeſs. But ſtill theres ſomething 


hat checks my Joys, 
Nor can yet diſtinguiſh 


Which is an Apparition, this, or that. 

Prizce. An Apparition ? 
At Night I ſhall reſolve that doubt, and make 
Thy Dreams more pleaſing, Leut 


Luter Haly and Mir van. 
Mir. The time has been, my Lord, 
hen I was no ſuch Granger to your 1 hovghrs. 
82 * Ou 
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You were not wont to wear upon your Brow 
A Frown or Smile, but ſtill have thought me 
At leaft to know the cauſe. (worthy, 
Ha. Tis true, 
Thy Breaſt hath ever been the Cabinet 
Where I have lockt my Secrets. 
Mir. And did you ever find 
That any Art could pick the Lock, or Power 
Could force it open. 
He. No, I have ever found thee 


Mir. Obferv*d? *tis all Mens Wonder and Dif- 
That ina Joy ſo great, ſo univerſal, 
You ſhould nor bear a part. 
Ha. Diſcourſt of too? 
Mir. Nothing but Treaſon 
More commonly, more — ſpoken. 
So ſingular a ſadneſs 
Muſt have a Cauſe as ſtrange as the Effect: 
And Grief conceal'd, like hidden Fire conſumes; 
Which flaming out, would call in help to quench 


Ha. But ſince thou canſt not mend it, G. 


To let thee know it, will but make thee worſe; 
Silence and time ſhall cure it. 


 Truſty and ſecret. But is t obſer vd i th* Court 
That I am fad? ( courſe, 


Mir. But in Diſeaſes when the Cauſe is known, 


is more than half the Cure: you have my Lord 
My Heart to counſel, and my Hands to act, 
And my Advice and Actions both have met 
Succeſs in things unlikely. 
Hi. But this 
Is ſuch a Secret, I dare hardly truſt i it 


To 


> Ty N \"DprpbMEHETOASH 


ElCk. ac. ole_. 
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ro my own nSoul. And though it bea Crime 
In Friendſhip to betray a truſted Counſel, 
Yet to conceal this were a greater Crime, 


And of a higher Nature. Mir. Now I knowit, 


And your endeavour to conceal it, 


Speaks it more plainly. "Tis ſome Plot upon the 


Prince. (ſearch' d it, 
H. Oh thou haſt touch'd my Sore, and having 


Nou heal it if thou canſt: The Prince hates me, 
, Orloves me not, or loves another better ; 
Which is all one. This being known in Court, 
Has rendred me deſpis'd, and ſcorn'd of all: 


For I that in his abſence 
Blaz'd like a Star of the firſt magnitude 


Nou in his brighter Sun-ſhine am not ſeen: 


No Applications now, no Troops of Suitors; 
No Power, no not ſo much as to do miſchief. 


To 


Mir. My Lord, Iam aſham'd of you, 
So ill a Maſter in an Art, ſo long 


Profeſt, and PraQtis'd by you, to be angry, 
ew it 


And angry with a Prince. And yet to 
In a fad Look, or womaniſh Complaint: 


How can you hope to compaſs your Deſigns, 
And not diſſemble em? Go, flatter and adore 


him, 


Stand firſt among the Cooned of his Admirers. 


Ha. OhT have often ſpread thoſe Nets, but he 
Hath ever been too wile to think them real. 
Air. However, 


Diſſemble till, thank him * all his Injuries; - 

Take 'em for Favours; iii __ (Gn 

You cannot gain him, ſome pretty nimble Poy- 
83 May 
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May do the Feat. Or if he will abroad, 
Find him ſome brave and Honourable Danger. 
H. Havel not found him out as many Danggrs 

As Juno did for Hercules? yet he returns. 
Like Hercules, doubled in Strengrh and Honour. 
Air. If Danger cannot do it, then try Pleaſure, 
Which when no other Enemy ſurvives, 
Still coaquers all the Conquerers. Endeavour 

To ſoften his Ambition into Luſt, 
Contrive fit Opportunities, and lay 
Baits jor Temptation. 3 

Ha. T'll leave nothing unattempted : : 
But ſure this will not take; for all his Paſſions, 
Affections, and Faculties are Slaves 
Only to his Ambition. 5, 

Mir. Then let him fall by his own greatneſs, 
And puff him up with glory, till it ſwell 
And break him. Firſt, betray him to himſelf, 
Then to his Ruin: From his Vertues ſuck a 


Poyſon, | „ (Father, 


As Spiders do from Flowers; praiſe him to his 
You know his Nature: Let the Princes Glory 
Seem to eclipſe, and caſt a Cloud on his; (ſie: 
And let tall ſomething that may raiſe his Jealou- 
But leſt he ſhould ſuſpec it, draw it from him 
As Fiſhe rs do the Bait, to make him ſoliow it. 
Hl. But the old King is ſo ſuſpicious. 
V 
Moſt tearful ; He that views a Fort to take tit, 
Plants his Artillery 'gainſt the weakeſt part: 
Work on his Fears, till Fear kath made him cruel ; 
And Cruelty ſhall make him fear again, 
Mliethinks 


r 


1 
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' Methinks (my Lord) you that ſo oft have 


ſounded (Deeps 


And fathom'd all his Thoughts, that know the 


And Shallows of his Heart, ſhould need no In- 
ſtruments 


To advance your Ends; his Paſſions, and his Fears 
LieLiegers tor you in his Breaſt, and there 


Negotiate your Affairs. : 
Enter King, Solyman, aud Lords to them. 
King. Solyman, Be it your Care to entertain 
the Captains, 


And the Priſoners, and uſe them kindly. 


Sol. Sir, Iam not for Entertainments now Iam 
Melancholy. _ 
King. What griev'd for your good Fortune ? 


ES Sol. Ne o Sir, but now the Wars are done, we 


have no Pretences 
To put off Creditors: I am haunted, Sir. 
King. Not with Ghoſts ? 
Sol. N o Sir, 


Material and Subſtantial Devils. Ee (them 2 


King. I know the Cauſe, what is't thou owꝰſt 
Sol. Not much Sir, but ſo much as ſpoils me 
for a good Fellow; 
'Tis but 2000 Dollars. A ſmall ſum---to you Sir, 
King. Well, it ſhall be paid. 


— Then if the Devil come, for drinking let 


me alone with him. 
Well, Drink, 1 love thee but too well already, 
en 


But J "hal love thee better hereafter : I have 
Drunk my ſelf into Debt, but never out of Debt 


till now. [Exeunt., 
> Actus 
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Actus Secundus. 


Scena Prima. 


Ezter Prince, Haly, Captains, ana Priſoncrs, 


Baſhawes. 


Prince. Ray let theſe Strangers find ſuch En- 
ſtertainment 1 
As you Would have deſir'd, hs 

Had but the chance of War determin'd it 


For tliem, as now for us. And you, brave Enemies, 


Forget your Nation, and ungrateful Maſter; 
A ad know that I can ſet ſo high a Price 
On Valour though in Foes, as toreward it 
With Truſt and Honour. 5 
1 Baſhaw. Sir, your twice conquered Vaſſals, 
Firſt by your Courage, then your Clemency, 
Here humbly vow to ſacrifice their Lives, 
(The Gift of this your unexampled Mercy 
To your Commands and Service. 
Prince to Halv, I pray (my Lord) ſecond my 
Sur, 
T have already mov?d the King in Private, 


Scme Command. 
Ha. I ſhall, my Lord, 3 
And glad of the occaſion. Ade. 


wonder Sir, u' leave the Court, the Sphere 


W here | 
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Where all your Graces in full Luſtre ſhine, 
Prince. I, Haly, but the Reputation 


Of virtuous Actions paſt, if not kept up 


With an acceſs, and freſh ſupply of new ones, 


Is loſt and ſoon forgotten: and like Palaces, 
For want of Habitation and Repair, 


Diſſolve to heaps of Ruin. 
Ha. But can you leave, Sir, 
Your Old Indulgent Father, and forſake 


The Embraces of ſo fair, fo chaſt a Wife 


And all the Beauties of the Court beſides, 
Are mad in Love, and dote upon your Perſon: 
And is't not better ſleeping in their Arms, 


Than in a cold Pavilion in the Camp? (ed 
Where your ſhort Sleeps are broke and interrupt- 


With Noiſes and Alarms. : (deſpiſe 


Prince. Hal, Thou know'ſt not me, how! 


Theſe ſhort and empty Pleaſures; and how low 
They ſtand in my Eſteem, which every Peaſant, 
The meaneſt Subject in my Fathers Empire 
Enjoys as fully, in as high Perfection 


As he or I; and which are had in common 


By Bcaſts as well as Men: wherein they equal, 
It not exceed us; Pleaſures to which we're led 


Only by Senſe, thoſe Creatures which have leaſt 


Ot Reaſon, moſt enjoy. 
Ha. Is not ” (nough 
The Empire you are born to, a Scene large e- 


Io exerciſe your Virtues? There are Virtues 
Civil as well as Military; for the one (ready: 


You have given the World an ample Proof al- 
Now cxerciſe the other, *tis no leſs A 
18 X 
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To Govern juſtly, make your Empire Flouriſh 
a holſom Laws, in Riches, Peace, and 
enty, 
Then by the expence of Wealth and Blood to 


New Acquiſitions (make 


Prince. That I was born ſo great , 1 owe to 
Fortune, 


And cannot pay that Debt, till Virtue ſer me 
High in Example, as I Rand in Title ; ; 8 


i Till what the World calls Fortune's Gifts, 


May ſtile their own Rewards, and thoſe too little 


Princes are then themſelves, when they ariſe 
More Glorious in Mens Thoughts than in their 
Ha. Sir, your Fame (kEvyes. 
Already fills the World, and what is infinite 
Cannot receive Degrees, but will ſwallow 
All that is added; as our Caſpian Sea 
Receives our Rivers, and yet ſeems not fuller : 


And if you tempt her more, the Wind of Fortune 


May come about, and take another Point 

And blaſt your Glories. | 

... Promee. No, 

My Glories are paſt Danger, they're fuli W 

Things that are blaſted, are but in the Bud; 

And as for Fortune, I nor love, nor fear her : 

Lam reſolv d, 80 Haly, Flatter {ill your A ged 

D A 

Still ſooth him in his Pleaſures, and gil grow 

Great by thoſe Acts. 

Well, farewel Court, 

Where Vice not only hath uſurpt the Place, 

But the Reward, and even the name of Virtue. 
Ha. 
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| Ha. Still, ſtill, 
 Slighted and ſcorn'd ; yet this Aﬀront 
Hath ſtampt a noble Title on my Malice, 
And married it to Juſtice. The King is Old, 
And when the Prince ſucceeds, 
I'm loſt paſt all Recovery : then T 

Muſt meet my Danger, anddeſtroy him firſt ; 
But cunningly, or cloſely, or his Son 
And Wife, like a fierce Tygreſs will devour me. 
i There's Danger every way; and ſince tis fo, 


oy 


ff Tis brave, and noble, when the falling weight 
Of my own Ruin cruſhes thoſe I hate: 


But how to do it, that's the work, he ſtands 

 Sohighin reputation with the People, 
There's but one way, and that's to make his 

Father 

The Inſtrument, to give the name, and Envy 

To him; but to my {cli the Prize and 1 

He's Old and Jealous, apt for Suſpicions, *gainſt 

which Tyrants Ears 

Are never clos'd. The Prince is Young, 

Fierce, and Ambitious, I muſt bring S her 
All theſeExtreams; and then remove all Mediums, 
That each may be the others Object. 

Enter Mirvan. 

Mir. My Lord, . 

Nou if your Plots be ripe, you are befriended. 

With Opportunity; the King is Melancholy, 
Apted for any ill Impreſſions. 

Make an Advantage of the Prince's Abſence, 

Urge ſome ſuſpected Cauſe of his departure, 
Uſe all your Art: he's coming. Exit Mir. 

Exeꝛyr 
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Euter King. 
Ha. Sir, have you known an Action of ſuch 
: Glory 
Lefs ſwell'd with Oftentation, or a Mind 


Leſs tainted with Felicity? *tis a rare Temper in | 


the Prince. 
King. Is it ſo rare to ſee a Son ſo like 
His Father? Have not I performed Actions 
As great, and with as great a Moderation? 
Ha. I, Sir, but that's forgotten. 


Actions o tl laſt Age, are like Almanacks oth” 


laſt Year. 


Ring. Lis well; but with all his Conqueſts, 


what I get in Empire 
I loſe in Fame: I think my ſelf no Gainer. 
But am] quite forgotten? 

Ha. Sir, you know 
Age breeds neglect in all, and Actions 
Remote in time, like Objects 


Remote in Place, are not betcld at halt their 


greatnels ; 

And what is new finds better acceptation, 

Than what is good or great: vet ſome Old Men 

Tell Stories of.\ you in their Chimney corners 

Ring. No otherwiſe? : 

. > They? re all ſo full of him: ſome magnific 
His Courage, ſome his Wit, but all admire 
A greatnels ſo familiar. 

King. Sure Hat; 

Thou baſk forgot thy {e!f : art thou 2 Courtis er, 

Or Ia King? my Ears are unacquainted 

With ſuch bold Fraths; cipecialy irom thee, 


Ha. 
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Ha. Sir, when I am call'd to , I muſt ſpeak 


Boldly and plainly. 


Ring. But with what eagerneſs what Circum- 
ſtance, 


Unaskt, thou take ſt ſuch pains to tell me only 
My Son's the better Man. 


Ha. Sir, where Subjects want the Privilege 


To ſpeak; there Kings may have the Privilege 
| To live in Ignorance. 


King. If *twere a Secret that concern'd my Life 


Or Empire, then this Boldneſs might become 


thee; 


But ſuch unneceſſary Rudeneſs favours 


Of ſome Deſign. 


And this is ſüch a falſe and ſquint-eyed Praiſe, 
Which ſeeming to look upwards on his Glories, 
Looks down upon my Fears; 1 know thou hat'ſt 


him; 


And like infected Perſons fain wouldſt rub 


The ulcer of thy Malice upon me. 


Ha. Sir, I almoſt believe you ſpeak your 
Thoughts, 


But that I want the Guilt to ck me fear it. 


King. What mean theſe guilty Bluſhes then? 
Ha, %ir, if I bluſh, it15 becauſe you do not: 
To upbraid fo try'd a Servant, that fo often 


Have w ak'd that you might lleep; and been 


exposd 
To Dangers for your Safety. 
King. And therefore think'ſt 


Thou art fo wrapt, ſo woven into all 
My Truſts and Counſels, that I now muſt ſuffer 


All thy Ambition aims ar. Ha. 
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Ha. Sir, if your Love grows weary, 


And thinks you have worn me long enough, I'm 


willing 
To be left off; but he's a fooliſh Seaman, 


Tuhat when his Ship is ſinking, will not 


Unlade his Hopes into another bottom. 

Xing. I underſtand no Allegories. 
| Ha. And he's as ill a Courtier, that when 
His Maſter's old, deſires not to comply 95 


He will not be comply'd with? Ha. «Oh Sir, 


There's one ſure way, and I have known it pra- 


„ 
In other States. King. What's that ? 
H. To make 
The Fathers Life the Price of the Sons favour, 
To walk upon the Graves of our dead Maſters 
To our own ſecurity. King ſtarts and 


ſeratches his Head. 


a »Tis this muſt take: [aſide] Does this 
gr pleaſe you Sir? _ 

King. Hal, Thou know'ſt my N ature, too 
too apt 
Teo theſe Suſpicions; but I hope the Queſtion 
Was never mov'd to thee ? 

Ha. In other Kingdoms, Sir. 

King. But has my Son no ſuch Deligni e 

Ha. Alas, 
You know I hate him; and ſhould I tel] you a 
Hie had, you'd ſay it was but Malice. 


King. No more of that good Haly, I know 


thou lov'it me: 
But 


With him that muſt ſucceed. = King. But if | 
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But leſt the care of future Safety tempt thee 


To forfeit preſent Loyalty ; or preſent Loyalty 


Forfeit thy future Safety, 


I! 'n be your Reconciler : call him hither. 


He. Oh Sir, I wiſh he were within my call, or 
—_ a 
King. Why, where is he? 
Ha. He has left the Court, Sir. 
King. like not theſe Excurſions, why ſo ſud- : 
denly? 
He. 'Tis but a fally of Youth, yet ſome ſay he's 
_ diſcontented. 
King. That grates my Heart-ſtrings. What 
ſhould diſcontent him ? 
Except he thinks I live too long. 
Ha. Heaven forbid : 
And yet I know no Cauſe of his departure; 
I'm ſure he's honoured, and lov'd by all; 


The Soldiers God, the Peoples Idol. King. 1 Hah, 


The Perſians ſtill worſhip the riſing Sun. 
But who went with him? Ha. None but the 
Captains. 

King. The Captains? I like not that. 

Ha. Never fear it, Sir: 
'Tis true, they love him but as their General, 

not their Prince. 

And though he be moſt forward and ambitious, 
"Tis temperd with ſo much Humility. 

King. And fo much the more dangerous; ; 


There are {ome that uſe 


Humility to ſerve their Pride, and ſeem 
Humble upon their way, to be the N 


At their wiſhr Journeys end. Hs. 
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Ha. Sit, I know not 
What ways or ends you mean; *tis true 
In popular States, or where the Princes Title 
Is weak, and muſt be propt by the Peoples Power ; 
There by familiar ways *tis neceſſary 
To win on Mens Affections. But none of theſe 
Can be his end. 
Ring. But chere 5 another end. 
For 15 nis Glories riſe upon the Ruins 
Of mine, why not his Greatneſs too ef 
Ha. True Sir, 
Ambition is like Love, impatieit — 
Both of Delays and Rivals. But Nature 
King. But Empire. — 
Ha. I had almoſt forgot Sir, he his 
A Suit to your Majeſty. Ming. What is't ? 
Ha. To give the Tf Priſoners ſome Com- 
In the next Action. (mand 
King. Nay, then tis too apparent, 
He fears my Subjects Loyalty, (plainly, 
And now muſt call in Strangers; come deal 
I know thou can'ſt diſcover more. 
Ha. I can diſcover (Sir) (gers. 
The depth of your great Judgment ! in ſuch Dan- 
King. What ſhall I do, Hah? 
Ha. ow Wiſdom is fo great, it were Pre- 
ſumption for me to adviſe. 
UN Well, we'll conſider more of that, but 
for the preſent (thank thee 
Let him with ſpeed be ſent for.  Mahomet 1 
I have one taichful Servant, honeſt Hat. 
"ww King. 
Enter 


The SOPHY. 
Enter Mirvan. 
Mir. How did he take it ? 
Ha. Swallow'd it as greedily 
As parched Earth drinks rain. 
Nov the firſt part of our deſign is over, 
His ruine ; but the ſecond, our ſecurity, : 
Muſt now be thought on. (his fury 
Mir. My Lord, you are too ſudden; though 
Determine raſhly, yet his colder fear 
Before it executes, conſults with reaſon, _ 
And that not ſatisfied with ſhews, or ſhadows, 
Will ask to be convinc'd by ſomething real ; 
Now muſt we frame ſome Plor, and then diſco- 
ver it. 
Ha. Or intercept ſome Letter, which our ſelves 
Had forg'd before. 
Air. And ſtill admire the Miracle, 
And thank the Providence. 
Hua. Then we muſt draw in ſomebody 
To be the publick Agent, that may ſtand 
*Twixt us and danger, and the Peoples Envy, 
Mir. W ho fitter than the grand Cali? 
And he will ſet a grave retivious Face 
Upon the buſineſs, _ 
H. But if we cannot work him, 
For he's ſo ſull of Fooliſh {cruples ; 
Or if he ſhould prove ialle, and then betray us. 
Mir. Betray us? ſure (my Lord) your te ar has 
blinded 
Your underſtanding; for W hat ſerv es the King ? 
Will not his threars work more than our perf. a- 
ſions, 


T-- While 


The SOPHY. 


24 


As unconcerr'd ; and thus appearing Friends 
To either ſide, on both may work our ends. 
* Enter Meſſenger. 
 Meſſ. My Lord, the Turkiſh Baſbams 
Deſire accels. 5 
Ha. Admit 'em, I know their buſineſs. 
Mir. They long to hear with what ſucceſs 


The King in their behalf. (you mov'd 

Ha. But now they*r come, I'll make *em do my 

Better than J did theirs. r 
Mir. Leave us a while. r 


Enter two Baſhaws. 


o MM 
And the reſpects I owe to Men of honour, (utter: 


The Prince departing, left to me the care 
Of your affairs, which I, as he commanded, 
Have recommended to the King, but with fo 


A ſucceſs —— Funlookt for 
1 Baſ. My Lord, fear not to ſpeak our doom, 
while we 


Fear not to hear it: we were loſt before, 
And can be ready now to meet that fate 
We then expected. ; 


Has hut a loſing Office, vet he that ſhews 
Your danger firit, and chen your way to ſafety, 


Kg. -- - 3 
With jealous Eyes hath ever lockt awry 


While we look on, and laugh, and ſeem as ignorant 


Ha. My Lords, my duty and affection to the 


Extort a ſecret from me, which yet I grieve to 


Ha. Though he that brings unwelcom News 


May heal that wound he r.ade. You know the 


On 


I 
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On his Sons actions, but the Fame and Glory 
Of the laſt War hath rais'd another Spirit; 
Envy and Jealouſie are twin'd together, 


Vet both lay hid in his diſſembled ſmiles, © 


Like two concealed Serpents, till I, unhappy I, 
Moving this queſtion, trod upon them both, 


And rouz'd their ſleeping angers then caſting 


from him 


His doubts, and ſtraight confirm'd in all his fears, 


Decrees to you a ſpeedy death, to his own Son 


A cloſereſtraint : but what will follow _ 5 
Tdare not think; you by a ſudden flight may find 


your ſafety. SE 
_ 2 Baſ. Sir, Death and we are not ſuch ſtrangers, 
That we ſhould make diſhonour, or ingratitude 


The price of Life, it was the Princes gift, 


And we but wear it for his fake and ſervice. 
Ha. Then for his ſake and ſervice | 
Pray follow my advice: though you have loſt 
r 


Of your unworthy Maſter; yet in the Provinces 
Vou lately governed, you have thoſe dependences 
And intereſts, that you may raite a power 

To ſerve the Prince: Pll give him timcly notice 
To ſtand upon his guard. 


1 Ba. My Lord, we thank: you, 
But we muſt give the Prince Intelligence, 
Both when, and how to imvloy vs. 
Hi. If you will write, 


Commit it to my care and fecrecy, 


Jo ſeœ it fafe convey'd. 


2 Baſ. We ſhall, my Lord. LEA. 
Ti. Ha. 


Hl. TRI Men were once the Princes Foes,and 
then | 
Unwillingly they made him great : but now 
Being his Friends, ſhall willingly undo him; 
And which is more, be ſtill his Friends. 
What little Arts govern the World! we need not 
An Armed Enemy, or corrupted Friend; 
When ſervice but miſplac'd, or love miſtaken 
Performs the work: nor is this all the uſe 
I'll make of them; when once they are in Arms, 
Their Maſter ſhall be wrought to think thee | # 
„ C 
Rais'd againſt him; and this ſhall ſo endear me 
To him, that though dull Vertue and the Gods 
O'rcome my ſubtle miſchief, I may find 
A fafe Retreat, and may at leaſt be ſure, Y 
Ik f not more mighty, to be more ſecure. [Exeanr. 2 


Actus Tertius. 
Scena Prima. | 


Enter King and Haly. 


Ring. D Ut Hh, What Confederates ha's the 
1 In his Conſpiracy? — (Prince 
Ha. Sir, I can yet ſuſpect 5 
None but the Turkiſh Priſoners, and that only 
From their late ſudden flight, 

Ring. Are they fled ? For what? 8 
Ha. That, their own fears beſt know ; their 
Entertainment _ I'm 
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I'm ſure was ſuch as could not miniſter 


Suſpicion or diſlike: but ſure they're conſcious 
Of ſome intended miſchief, and are fled 


To put it into act. 


King. This ſtill confirms me more; 


But let” em be purſu'd : let all the paſſages 


Be well ſecur d that no Intelligence 


May paſs between the Prince and them. 


Ha. It ſhall be done, Sir. 
King. Is the Caliph prepar'd : ? 
Ha. ile s without, Sir, 
And waits your Pleaſure. 
King. Call him. 
Enter Haly andCaliph. 
King. I have a great deſign to act, in which 
Che greateſt part 1s thine. In brief tis this, 


I fear my Son's high Spirit; and ſuſpect 
Deſigns upon my Life and Crown. 


Ca. Sure, Sir, your Fears are cauſeleſs ; 


uch Thoughts are Strangers to his noble Soul. 


King. No, 'tis too true; I muſt prevent my 
Danger, 
And make the firſt attempt: there's no ſuch way 


To avoid a Blow, as to ſtrike firſt, and ſure. 


Ca. But, Sir, J hope my Function ſhall ex- 
empt me 


From bearing any part in ſuch Deſigns. 


King. Your Function [Laaghs] Do you think 
that Princes 
Will nah ſuch Men ſo near themſelves for no- 
thing? 
We but advance you to advance our purpoſes: 
9 Nay, 


. 
Nay, even in all Religion, 

Their Learned'ſt, and their ſeeming holieſt Men, 

but ſerve 5 | ws | 
To work thir Maſters ends; and varniſh o're 

Their actions, with ſome ſpecious pious colour : 

No ſcruples; do't, or by our holy Prophet, 

The death my rage intends to him, is thine. 

Ca. Sit, tis your part to will, mine to obey. 
King. Then be wiſe and ſudden. 

Eater Lords as to Council, Ab. Mor. . 
Ca. My Lords, it grieves me to relate the cauſe f 

O' this Aſſembly ; and 'twill grieve you all F-. 

The Prince you know ſtands high in all thoſe 
graces 
Which Nature, ſeconded by fortune, gives: 
Wiſdom he ha's, and to his Wiſdom Courage; 
Temper to that, and unto all Succeſs. But 

Ambition, the diſeaſe of Virtue, bred 
Like ſurfeits from an undigeſted fullneſs, 

Meets death in that which is the means of life. D 
Great Malomet, to whom our Soveraigns life, 
And Empire is moſt dear, appearing, thus 

 Advis'd me in a Viſion ; Tell the King, 

The Prince his Son attempts his Life and Crown; 
And though no creature lives that more admires 
His Virtues, nor effects his Perſon more 

Than]; yer zeal and duty to my Soveraign 

Have cancel'd ail reſpects ; nor muſt we ſlight 

The Prophets Revelations. 5 

Abd. Remember, Sir, he is your Son, 
Indcared to you by a double bond, 
As to his King, and Father. 


4 ͤ ted os os 


Ring. 
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King. And the remembrance of that double bond 
Doubles my ſorrows. *Tis true, 
Nature and duty bind him to obedience ; 
But thoſe being placed in a lower ſphere, 
His fierce ambition, like the higheſt mover, 
Has hurried with a ſtrong impulſive motion 
Againſt their proper courſe.But ſince he has forgot 
The Duty of a Son, I can forget ; 
The AﬀeQions ofa Father. 5 
Alba. But Sir, in the beginning of Diſeaſes 
None try the extreameſt Remedies. 
King. But when they're ſudden, 
The cure muſt be as quick; when I'm dead, 
you'l ſay, Om 
My fears have been too ſlow: Treaſons are acted, 
Aſſoon as thought, though they are ne*re be- 
„„ e 
Until they come to act. 
Mor. But conſider, Sir, 5 
The greatneſs of the attempt, the People love him; 
The lookers on, and the enquiring Vulgar 
Will talk themſelves to action: thus by 
)) FR a 
A danger but ſuppos'd, you tempt a real one. 
King. Thoſe Kings whom envy , or the Peo- 
ples murmur 5 
Deters from their own purpoſes, deſerve not 
Nor know not their own Greatneſs; 
The Peoples murmur, tis a ſulphurous vapour 
Breath'd from the Bowels of the baſeſt Earth; 
And it may ſoil and blaſt things near it felt : 
But e*cr it reach the Region we are plac'd in, 
9 | , It 
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I; vaniſhes to Air; we are above 


Tie Senſe or Danger of ſuch Storms. 


Cap. True, Sir, they are but Storms while 
Royalty 


Stands like a Rock, and the tumultuous vulgar, 


Like Billows raisd with Wind Chat 5 with OPt- 
nion) 


May Roar, and make a N oiſe, and threaten ; 


But if they row] too near, they're daſh't! in pieces 


While they ſtand firm. 


Abd. Yet Sir, Crowns are not placd fo high, 


But vulgar hands may reach'em. 
King. Then tis when they are plac'd on vul- 
gar Heads. 
Ald. But Sir, 


Look back upon your ſelf; why ſhould vour Son 
Anticipatea hope ſo near, focer tain? we may 
w iſh and Pray 


For your long Life: but e Prayers nor 


Power 
Can alter Fates Decree, or Natur es Law. 
Why ſhould he raviſh then that Diadem 


From your gray Temples, which the hand of 
time 


Muſt ortly plant on his; 

Ning. My Lords, 
81 you! ook upon me as a Sun 
Now in his Weſt, half buried in a Cloud, 
Whoſe Rays the vapours of approaching Night 
Have rendered weak and faint : But you ſhall | 

Hd 

Thar 3 can yet ſhoot Beams, whoſe heat can 1 
10 


on 


or - 


1e 


The SOPHY. 31 
The waxen Wings of this ambitious Boy. 
Nor runs my blood ſo cold, nor is my Arm 
So feeble yet, but he that dares defend him, 
Shall feel my Vengeance, and ſhall uſher me 
Into my Grave. | 9 ET 
Ab. Sir, we defend him not, 


Only deſire to know his crime: ?Tis poſſible 


It may be ſome miſtake, or miſ-report, 
Some falſe ſuggeſtion, or malicious ſcandal : 

Or if Ambition be his fault, Twas yours; 

He had it from you when he had his Being : 
Nor was't his fault, nor yours, for *tis in Princes 
A crime to want it; from a noble Spirit 


Ambition can no more be ſeparated, 


Then hear from fire : Or if you fear the Viſion, 


Will you ſuſpect the noble Prince, becauſe 


This holy Man is troubled in his ſleep ? 


Becauſe his crazy Stomach wants concoction, 

And breeds ill fumes ; or his melancholy Spleen 

_ Sends up phantaſtick vapours to his Brain: 
Dreams are but Dreams, theſe cauſleſs fears be- 


come not 


Your noble Soul. 


King. Who ſpeaks another word 
Hath ſpoke his laſt : Great Mahomet we thank 
thee, 


Protector of this Empire, and this life, | 
Thy cares have met my fears; this on pre- 


ſumptions 


Strong and apparent, I have long preſag'd: 


And though a Prince may puniſh what he fears, 
Without account to any but the Gods; . 
Ws 
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Wiſe States as often cut off ills that may be, 


As thoſe that are; and prevent purpoſes 
Before they come to Practice; and foul Practices 


Before they grow to Act. You cannot but ob- 


erve 
How he diſlikes the Court, lis rude departure, 
His honour from the People and the Soldiers, 
His ſeeking to oblige the Turks, his Priſoners, 
Their ſudden and ſuſpected flight. 
And above all, his refilefs towr ing thoughts. 
Kir. If the Buſineſs be important, 
: Admit him. 
Enter Meſſenger with a Letter. 
Meſ. Sir, upon your late command 
Jo guard the paſſage, and ſearch all packets, 
This to the Prince was intercepted. 
[King opens it, and reads it to bimſoll. 
King. Here Abaal, read it. 
The Letter. 
Abdal reads. Sir, we arc aſſured how unnatural | 
your Fathers! intentions 
Are towards you, «-! !:4 uel towards us; we 
5 
Made an eſca ns, not 1G i: 
As to be Inftruronts of; 
In Arms upon t“ Bor. lets, pony our Command, 
Either to ſeek danger with yo, or to receive you 
If you pleaſe, ſeck Safety with us. 
King. Now my Lords, 
Alas my fe ars are cauſſeſs and ungrounded, 
Fantaſtick dreams, ard melonct: ly tumcs 
Of crazy Stomachs, and diſtempered Brains: 


> teek our own, 
"\F & + Wn — Saft 


[Abdal reads. 


We will be 


Has 
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Has this convinc'd you? 
Mor. Sir, we ſee 
Some reaſon you ſhould fear, but whom, we 
know not; 
"Tis poſſible theſe Turks may play the Villains 
Knowing the Prince, the life of all our hopes, 
Staff of our Age, and Pillar of our Empire; 
And having faiPd by force, may uſe this Art 
| To ruine him,and by their Treaſon here 
To make their Peace at home, 
' Now ſhould this prove a truth, when he bes 
| . 
Death, or diſgrace, which are to him the fame; 
*Twill be too late to ſay you were miſtaken ; 
And then to cry him Mercy: Sir,we beſeech you 
A while ſuſpend your doom, till time produce 
+ Her wonted off ſpring, Truth. 
XI. And ſo ping 
Ihe event of what you think, ſhall} prove the 
experiment 
* Of what I fear; but ſince he is my Son, 
I cannot have ſuch violent thoughts toward him, 
As his towards me: he only ſhall remain 
|. A Priſoner till his Death, or mine inlarge him. 


[Ex. Lords, Mor. Rey. 


Solyman peeps in. 
King. Away, away, we're ſerious. 
Sol. But not ſo ſerious to * your lafety. 
King, Art thou in earneſt! 


Sol. Nay, Sir, I can be ſerious as well as my 
betters. 


King. 
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Kzng. What's the matter ? 
Sol. No, Taman inconſiderable Fellow, and 
and know nothing. 


Ring. Let's here that nothing then. 
Sol. The Turks, Sir. 


Rinz. What of them 2 
Sol. When they could not overcome you by 


force, they'll | 


King. As how? 
Sol. Nay, I can ſe as far 1 into a Milſtone, as a- 
nother Man. : 
They have corrupted ſome ill- affected Perſons. 
Kzng. What to do? 
Sol. To nouriſh Jealouſies ? Twixt YOu and 
your Son. 


Do it by treachery. | = 
U 


Sol. They ſay he's Poſting hither. 


Ring. Haly, we are betrayed, prevented, look tf 


to the Ports, and let 

The Guards be doubled: how far's his Army 

| hence? 

Is the City in Arms to Joyn with him? 

Sol. Arms? and joyn with him ?I underſtand 
you not. 


Ki. My Son, Where is he? . 5 * 


"4 


King. Didft thou not fay the Prince was 
coming? 


Sol. I heard ſome fooliſh people ay you had | 


£5 ſent for 
a Him, as a T raytor, Which to my apprehenſion 
was on 


Purpoſe ſpoken to make you odious, and make him 


deſperate : And 


. 


WY 


ok 


1d 
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And fo divide the People into faction. A Plot of 


Dangerous conſequence, as I take it, Sir. 


Ring. And is this all, thou ſawcy trifling Fool? 
Nah. Sir, this ſecming Fool is a co Acealed dan- 
gerous Knave; 0 


Under their ſafe diſguiſe he thinks he may add * | 


Any thing : you'l little think him the chief 
Confpirator, 


The only ſpy t inform the Prince of all is done 


in Court. 
King. Let him berack't, till he confeſs 
The whole Conſpirator. 
Sol. Rack*t ! T have told you all I know, and 
and more: 


| There's nothing more in me, Sir, but may by 


ſqueezed 


Out without racking,only a ſtoop or two of 


Wine; (had 
And if there had not been too much of that, you 


| Not had fo much of the other. 


King. That's your cunning, Sirrah, 
Sol. Cunning, Sir! I am no Polititian 3 and 
was ever thought to have 


Too little wit, and too much plain dealing for 


"i States-Man = Exit. | 
Kine. Away with im. 
Ha. But ſomething muſt be done, Sir,to fatisHic 
de Noe 
Tis not enough to ſay he did defi =_ 
Or plot, or think, but did attempt foe vio- 
lence; 


And then ſome ſtrange miraculous cſeape : _ 
or 
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For which our Prophet muſt have publick 
thanks: 
And this falſe colour ſhall delude the m—_ 
Of the amuſed vulgar. 
Ni "Tis well advis'd. 
Enter Meſſenger. 
 Meſſ. Sir, His Highneſs is return'd. 
Ring And unconſtrain'd? But with what 
change of Countenance 
Did he receive the meſlage ? 
Alſeſſ. With ſome Amazement; 
But ſuch as ſprung from wonder, not from fear 
It was fo unexpetted. 
King. Leave us. 
Hah, 1 ever found the honeſt; truer to me 
Than mine own blood, and now's the time to 
885 ſhew it: 
For thou art he my Love and Truſt hath choſen 
Io put in action my deſign: Surpriſe him 
As he ſhall paſs the Galleries. Ple place 
A guard behind the Arras; when thou haſt him 
Since blinded with ambition, he did ſoar 


Like a ſeel'd Dove; his crime ſhall be his pu- 


niſhment 

To be deprivꝰd of Gebt, which ſee perform'd 
With a hot ſteel: Now as thou lov'ſt my ſafety 
Be reſolute, and ſudden. | 

Ha. Tis ſevere; 
But yet! dare not intercede, it hall be done: 
But is that word irrevocable? _ 

King. J, as Years, or Ages paſt; relent not, if 

thou do ha [Exit Ning. 
| Enter 


ty 


if 
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ne 
Mir Why ſo melancholy ? is the deſign diſ- 
=, FE 
Ha. No, but I am made the Inſtrument, 


That ſtill endeavoured to diſguiſe my plots 


With borrowed looks, and make 'em walk in 
darkneſs? 5 5 

To act *em now my ſelf; be made the mark 

For all the Peoples hate, the Princeſs Curſes, 

And his Sons Rage, or the old Kings Inconſtancy. 

For this to Tyranny belongs 


To forget ſervice, but remember wrongs. 


Mir. But could you not contrive 
Some fine pretence to caſt it on ſome other? 
Ha. No, he dare truſt no other: had I given 
But the leaſt touch of any private quarrel, 

My malice to his Son, not care of him, 


Had then begot thisService. 


Mir. *Tis but PotherPlot,my Lord; you know 


TheKing by other Wives had many Sons: 
Soffy is but a Child, and you already 


Command the Emperours Guard; procure for me 

The Goverment of o th' City ; when hie dies, 

Urge how untortunate tho tat ove been 

Whoſe Princes are but Chiu: ; then fer the 
Crown 5 

Upon {ome others heads, at may en α.ledge 


And owe the Empire to your gift. 


Ha. Tt ſhall be done; Add, who Commands 


The City, is the Princes Friend, and therefore 
Muſt be difplac'd , and thou ſhift ſtraight fro. 


ceed him, 


Thor 
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Thou art my better Genius, honeſt Mirvan; 
_ Greatneſs we owe to Fortune, or to Fate; 
But Wiſdom only can ſecure that ſtate. [Ex. 
Enter Prince at one Door, and Princeſs at another. 
Princeſs. Yowre double welcom now (my 
Lord) your — 

Was ſo unlookt for. 
Prince To me Pm ſure it was; ; 
 Know'ſt thou the cauſe ? for ſure it was impor- | 
Rm, HF 
That calls me back ſo ſuddenly. 

Painceſs. I am ſo ignorant, 
I knew not you were ſent for. 
Waking I know no cauſe, but in my ſleep 
My fancy ſtill preſents ſuch dreams and terrors, 
As did Anaromache's the night — 
Her Hector fell; but ſure *tis more than Fancy. 
Either our Guardian Angels, or the Gods 
Inſpire us, or ſome natural inſtinct 
Fore- tells approaching dangers. 

Prince. How does my Father? 

Princeſs. Still talks and plays with Fatima, but 

his mirth 
Is forc'd and ſtrain'd : in his looks appears 
A wild di ſtracted fierceneſs; I can read 
Some dreadful purpoſe in bis Face; but where 
This diſmal Cloud will break, and ſpend his fury, 
I dare not think: pray Hcar en make falſe his 

fears. 5 
Sometimes his anger breaks cheat all diſguiſes, 5 


And ſpears not Gods, nor Men; and then he ſeems, 


Jealous of all the World: luſpects, and ſtarts, 
And looks behind him. _— Enter 


_ Begetsa thouſand dangers: the Gods protect you. 
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Euter Morat, as in haſte. 99 

Mor. Sir, with hazard of my Life I've ventur'd 
To tell you, you are loſt, betray*d, undone; 
Rouze up your Courage, call up all yourCounſels, 
And think on all thoſe ſtratagems which nature 
Keeps ready to encounter ſudden dangers. 

Prince. But pray (my Lord) by whom? for 

for what offence ? 
Mor. Is it a time for ſtory, when each minute 


LESS. - 
Prince, This Man was ever Honeſt and my 
Friend, 

And I can fee in his amazed look, 
Something of danger ; but in actor thouglit, 

I never did that thing ſhould make me fear it. 
Princeſs, Nay, good Sir, let not 0 ſecure a 
Confidence 

Betray you to your ruine. 
Prince. Prethee Woman 

Keep to thy ſelf thy Fears, I cannot mr 
There is ſuch a thing in Nature; I ſtand fo ſtrong, 
Incloſed with a double guard of Vertue, 
And Innocence, that I can look on dangers, 
As he that ſtands upon a Rock 
Can look onStorms and 'Tempeſts. Fear and guilt 
Are the fame thing; and when our actions are not, 
Our Fears are Crimes, 
And he deſerves it leſs that guilty bears 


115 A puniſhmenr, than he that guilteſs fears. LEx. 


Euter Haly and Torturers. 
H. I his is the place appointed, aſſiſt me 
Courage! V 9 his 


as The SOPHY. 


This hour ends all my Fears; but pauſe a while: 


 - Suppoſe I ſhould diſcover to the Prince 


The whole Conſpiracy, and fo retort it 

Upon the King; it were an handſom Plot, 

But full of difficulties, and uncertain ; 

And he's ſo tooPd with down-right honeſty, - 

He'll ne'er believe it; and now ?tis too late; 

The Guards are ſet, and now I hear him coming. 

Enter Prince, ſtumbles at the entrance. 

Prince. Jis ominous, but I will on; de- 


ſtruction 


CF retakes as often thoſe char ye „ as thoſe that 


boldly meet it. (you. 


He. By your leave Prince, your Father greets 


Prince. Unhand me Traytor S. [Haly caſts 4 


Scarf over his Face.] 
Ha. That Title is your own, and we are ſent 7 


co let you know it. 
Prince. Is not that the Voice of Hah ? 
Hal). I, Vertuous Prince, I come to make you 


enen 1 


One Vertue more, your Pa tience. [Heet the 
RL quickly, 
Prince. Inſolent Villain, for what Cauſe ? 
Ha. Only to gaze upon a while, until your 

mene out. 
Prince. O Villain, ſhall 1 not ſee my Father, 
To ask him what"s my Crime? who my Accuſers? 
Let me but try if T can wake his pity 
From his Lethargick ſleep. 

Ha. It muſt not be, Sir. 


Prince. Shall I not ſec my Wife, nor bid . 
0 


4. I Ever fear'd the Prince's too much great? 
Wo 
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To my dear Children? 5 
Ha. Your Pray'rs are all in vain, ” 
Prince. Thou ſhalt have half my Empire Hi, :. 
= + YL 

See the Tyrant, that before my Eyes are loſt, 


They may dart poys'nous flaſhes like theBaſilisk, 
And look him dead; Theſe Eyes that ſtill were 


br to fore-ſee, or to prevent his dangers, 
— Muſt they be cloſed in Eternal Night? 
Cannot his thirſt of Blood be ſatisfied 


With any but his own? And can his Tyranny | 
Find out no other obje& but his Son? 
I eek not Mercy; tell him, Idefire 


To die at once, not to conſume an Age 


In lingring Deaths. 


HI. Our Ears are charm'd : Away with him. 


Prince. Can ye behold (ye Gods) a wronged 


1 an, 

Or ſleeps your Juſtice, like my Fathars Mercy? 

Or are you blind? a5 ] mult be. TExcunt. 
Actus Quarius. 


Enter Abdall and Morat. 


dels (near 
make him leis: the greateſt heights are 
The greateſt Precipice. _ 
Mor "Tis in Worlily accident? 


$I VOECNE. 8 

As in the World it ſelf, where things moſt diſtant 

Meet one another: Thus the Eaſt and Weſt, 
Upon the Globe, a Mathematick point 

Only divides : Thus Happyneſs and Miſery, 

And all extreams are {till contiguous. 
Ab. Or, if'twixt happyneſs and miſery there be 

A diſtance, tis an Aery Vacuum; 
Nothing to moderate, or break the fall. 

Mor. But oh this Saint-like Devil! 

This damned Caliph, to make the King believe 

To kill his Son, 3 Religion. 

Ab. Poor Princes, how are they miſ-led ! 
While they, -whoſe ſacred Office *tis to bring 

Kings to obey their God, and Men their King; 
By theſe myſterious links to fix and tye 

Them to the Foot-ſtool of the Deity; 

Even by theſe Men, Religion, that ſhould be 

The Curb, is made the Spur to Tyranny : 


They with their double Key of Conſcience bind 


The SubjeQs Souls, and leave Kings unconfin'd ; 
While their poor Vaſſals Sacrifice their blouds 
T' Ambition; and to Avarice, their goods: 
Blind with Devotion. They themſelves eſteem 
Made for themſelves, and all the world for them: 


7 


While Heavens great Law, given for their guide, 


aapptars * 
Juſt, or unjuſt, but as it waits on theirs: 
VUs'd, but to give the Eccho to their Words, 


Power to their wills, and edges to their Swords. 


To varniſh all their Errors, and ſecure 
The Ills they act, and all the World endure. 
Thus by their Arts Kings awe the World, while 

they, B 


8 


PID 0 


ile 


While they (though Sons ot P 
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Religion, as their Miſtreſs, ſeem t? obey ; 

Yet as their Slave Command her while they ſeem 

To riſe to Heaven, they make Heaven ſtoop to 

_ Ch bends 

Moy. Nor is this all, where feign'd Devotion 


The higheſt things, to ſerve the loweſt ends : 


For if the many-headed Beaſt hath broke, 


Or ſhaken from his Neck the Royal Yoke, 
With popular rage, Religion doth conſpire, 
Flows into that, and ſwells the Torrent higher; 


And calls to mind the old Prerogatives 


Of free-born Man; and with a ſaucy Eye 
Searches the Heart and Soul of Majeſty : 


Then Powers firſt Pedigree from Force derives, 


Then to a ſtrict account, and cenſure brings 
The Actions, Errors, and the end of Kings; 
Treads on Authority, and Sacred Laws; 

Yet all for God, and his pretended Cauſe, 
Acting fuch things for him, which he in them, 
And which themſelves in others will condemn; 


And thus engag'd, nor ſafely can retire, 


Lor ſafely ſtand, but blindly bold aſpire, (climb 
' Forcing their hopes, even through deſpair, to 
To new attempts; diſdain the preſent time, 


Growdrom Diſdain to Threats, from Threats to 
Arms; Bo 5 


eace) ſtill ſound 
the Alarms: es os . 


Thus whether Kings or People ſeek extreams, 
S.till Conſcience and Religion are their Themes: 
And whatſoever change the State invades, 


The Pulpit either forces, or perſwades. 
: Ez. 4: -7 0. - 


. 
Others may give the Fewel, or the Fire; 
But they tlie Breath, that makes the Flame, inſpire. 


A This, and muchi more is true, but let not us 


Add to ou rlls, and aggravate Misiortunes 
Ny paſſionate Complaints, nor loſe our ſelves, 
| Hecauſe we have laſt him; for if the Ty rant 
Were to a Son ſo noble, ſo unnatural ; 
What will he be to us, ho have appear d 
Friends to that Son? 

Mor. Well thought on, and in time; 


Farewel unhappy Prince, while we thy Friends, 


As Strangers to our Countrey, and our ſelves, 

Seek out our Safety, and expect with Patience 
Heavens Juſtice. 

Alb. Let's rather act it, than expect it: 

The Prince's injuries at our hands require 

More than our Tears, and Patience: 

His Army is not yet disbanded, 

And only wants a head; thither we'll flye, 


And all ho love the Prince, or hate the Tyrant, 


Will follow us. 


Mor. Nobly reſolꝰd; and either we'll reſtore 


the Prince, or periſh in the brave attempt. 
Ye Gods, ſince what we mean to execute, 

I; your high office (to avenge the Innocent) 2 
Affiſt vs with a Fortune, equal to 

The juſtice of our Action; leſt the World 
Should think ; it felt deluded, and miſtruſt 

Y har . „eu Want will, or power to be Juſt. Ex. 
Enter Haly. 


Ys. "Tis do one, and 't v.45 my Maſter-piece,to 


work ., 
My 


T 


2 oa mY YT 


More gallant A 
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My ſafety *twixt two dangerous extreams 3 
Now like a skilful Sayler have I paſt 
Scylla and Charybais, J have ſcap't the Rock 


Ot ſteep Amden, and the gulf of Jealouſie, 


A danger leſs avoided, cauſe leſs fear'd. 
Enter Mirvans 
| Mir. What's done, my Lord ? 


Ha. Enough, I warrant you; Impriſon'd, and 5 


depriv'd of fight. 
Mor. No mere ? This but n. him: can 
you think 


Your ſelf ſecure, and he alive ? 


Ha. The reſt o th? buſineſs will do it elf: 
He can as well endure a Priſon, as a wild Bull 
the Net : 
Therelethim ſtruggle, and toyl himſelf to death, 


And fave us ſo much Envy. Guries 


Mir. But if his Father ſhould relent, fuch i in- 


Can receive no excuſe or colour, but to be 
 Transferr*d upon his Counſellours; and then 


The forfeiture of them redeems his error. 
Ha. We muſt ſet a mark upon his Paſſion, 

And as we find it running low, 

W hat ebbs from his, into our rage ſhall flow. 


Why ſhould we be more wicked 
n T han we _ needs ? 


Mir. Nay, i þ tou ſtick at Conſcience, (being 
ions have been loſt, for want of 


Ns Compleatly wicked , than have been perform?d 


By being exactly vertuous. Tis hard to be 
Exact in Good, or excellent in III; 
Our will wants power, or elſe our power wants 


Skill, [Ex. Y4- "Ro 
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Enter Solyman and Tormentors, 


Sol. But Gentlemen, was the TO in earneſt? 


I can ſcarce believe it. 
Tor. You will when you feel it. 


Sol. I pray, have any ot you felt it, to tell me 


wWiuhat it i? 
Tor. No, Sir, but 
Some of your Fellow Courtiers can tell you, 
That uſe ſomething like it, to mend their __ 
?T will make you ſo ſtraight and ſlender ! 
Sol. Slender! becauſe I was ſlender in my 
Wits, muſt I be drawn = 
Slender in my waſte ? Id rather grow wiſe, 
And corpulent, like him they call Abdomen. 
Tor, Come Sir, *tis but a little ſtretching. 


Sol. No, no more's hanging; and ſure this will 


9 the death of me: (Fits. 
1 remember my Grandmother died of Convulſion 
Tor. Come, Sir, prepare, prepare. 


Fel. „r another World: I mult repent firſt. | 


'For. Quickly tlien. (Courtier. 
Sol. Then firſt repent that Sin of being a 
And ſecondly, the greateſt Sin one can commit 
in that place, the ſpeaking of Truth, 
Tor. Have you no more Sins? 
So!. Some tew trifles more, not W orth the re- 
membring; 2, CS : 


drinking, and Whoring, and Sw caring, and ſuch 


But tor thoſe et *em pats. 
Tor. Have vou done now? _ (by. 


Fol. Only tome good Counſel to the Standers 
ler. We think vou for that, Sir. 


Sol. 


* 


{t ? 


me 


oh 


Where, but lor ſeeming wife, the heſt is * 
But if you have the luck to be Court. Fools, thoſe 
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Sol. Nay, Gentlemen, miſtake me not; 
Tis not that Ilove you, but becauſe tis a thing ; 


of courſe 
For dying Men. 


Tor. Let's have it then. 
Sol. Fit then, if any of you are Fools (as 1 


think that (ſtill 


But a ned queſtion) be Fools All and labour 


In that vocation, then the worſt will be but 
whipping; 


that have 


Either Wit or Honeſty, you may fool withal and 


ſpare not: 


Rut for thoſe that want either, 
You'll find it rather dangerous than otherwiſe 3 - 


I could give you a modern 
Inſtance or two, but let that paſs : but if you 
happen to be State-Fools, then ?ris 


But fooling on the right ſide, and all's well; then 


you ſhall at leaſt be 
Wiſe Mens Fellows, if not wiſe Mens Maſters. 
But of all things take heed of giving any Man 
good counſel, C. cool, muſt 
You ſee what I have got by it ; and yet like a 
T be doing on't again, 
Tor. Is this all? 
Sol. All, but a little in my own behalf. 
Remember, Gentlemen, (yet 
I am at full growth, and my Joints are knit; and 
My Sinews are not Cables. 


Tor. 
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Tor. Well, vo remember't. 


Sol. But tay, Gentlemen, what think you of 


a Bottle now! 7 


Tor. I hope you are more ſerious. (row is, 


Sol. If you knew but how dry a thing this ſor- 
Eſpecially meeting with my Conflirur on; 
ER  - | 
As thirſty as any Serving-Mans. 


Tor. Let him have it, it may be will make | 
him confeſs. within me, 


Sol. Yes, I ſhall, I ſhall lay before you all that's 


And with moſt fluent utterance. © (good 
Here's to you all Gentlemen, and let him thats 
Natur'd in his his Drink, pledge me. [ Drints. 


So, methinks I feel it in my Joynts already, 


It makes em ſupple. : [Drinks gain.] 


Now I feel it in my Brains, it makes em ſwim. 


Tor. Hold, vir, you have no meaſure of your 


_ 
Sol. What do you talk of meaſure, you'll take 
Meaſure of me with a vengeance ? 
Tor. Louare witty, Sir. 
Sol. Nothing but a poor clinch ; 


I have a thouſand of them (a Trick J learit a- 


mmongſt the Stateſ men) {Drinks L 1 
Well Rack Idehie thee, do thy worſt ; 

I would thou wer't Man, Giant, or Monſter. 
Gentlemen, now if I happen to tall aſleep 


pon this Engine, pray wake me not too ſud- 


N denly: 
' You fee here's good to re of Wi ine, an: dit! it Fe 
Over rack'r, will come up with Lees and all; 


8 There 


= | 
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There I was with you again, and now I am for | 
| you. [Exennt, 


Enter Prince, being Blind. Solus. 
JJ Jn 
How didft thou mock Mankind to make him free 


| And yet to make him fear; or when he loft 


That Freedom, why did he not loſe his Fear ? 


+ And ſtill unconquer'd by my Foes, ſounds ill; 


| 


Vore in the other World. For what is Hell, 


k 


That Fear of Fears, the Fear of what we know 
_ While yet we knew it isin vain to fear it: (not, 
Death, and wh: {ojlows Death, 'twas that that 
ſtamp't | 


A Terror on the Brow of Kings; that gave 


Fortune her Deity, and Jove his Thunder, 
Baniſh but fear of Death, thoſe Giant names 

Of Majeſty, Power, Empire, finding nothing 
To be their Object, will be nothing roo: 


I ben he dares yet be free that dares to die, 


May laugh at the grim Face of Law, and ſcorn 
The cruel wrinkle of a Tyrant Brow: 

But yet to die ſo tamely, 5 
O'ercome by Paſſion and Misfortune, 


Below the temper of my Spirit: 

Vet to embrace a Liſe 5 poor, ſo wretched, 
So full of Deaths, argues a greater dullneſs; 
But T am dead already, nor can ſuffer 


But a long ſleepleſs Night? And what's their | 
Torment, 1 5 ho 
But to compare paſt Joys with preſent Sorrows? 


| And what can Death deprive me of ? the ſight 


Of Day, of Children, Friends, and hope of Em- 
ps "And 
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And whatſoever others Iyſe in Death, 

In! ite I am depriv'd of; then I will live 

Oulu to die reveng'd: nor will go 

Down to the Shades alone. 

Prompt me ſome witty, ſome revengeful Dev il, 
His Devil that could make a bloudy Feaſt 

Of his own Son, and call the Gods his Gueſts; - 
Her's that could kill her aged Sire, and call 


Her Brothers ſcatter'd Limbs to Wolves end Vul- 


-, res; 

Or his that ſlew his Father, to enjoy 

His Mothers Bed; and greater than all thoſe, 
My Father's Devil. 

Come Miſchief, T embrace thee; fill my Soul: 


And thou Revenge aſcend, and bear the Scepter 


O'er all my Paſſions; baniſh thence 

All that are cool, and tame. 

Know old Tyrant, 

My Heart's too big to break, I know thy Fears 

Exceed my Sufferings ; z and my Revenge, 

Though but in Hope, is much a greater Pleaſure 

Than thou can'ſt rake in Puniſhing. Then my 
Anger 

Sink to the Center of my Heart, and there 

Lye cloſe in Ambuſh, till my ſeeming Patience 

Hath made the cruel Tyrant as ſecure, 


Though with as little cauſe, as now he's Jealous, 
Who's rhere ? Enter two or three, 


I find my Nature would return 

To her old courſe, I feel an inclination 
To ſome Repoſe; welcom thou pleaſing Slumber : 
A while embrace me in thy leaden Arms, 


And 


125 
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And charm my careful! thoughts: 5 

Conduct me to my Bed. 5 LExit. 
Enter King „ Haly and Caliph. 


King. How do's the Prince ? how bears he 
„ 1% ei otic 
Ha, Why, Sir, as all great Spirits (tience 


Bear great and ſudden changes, with ſuch impa- 
As a Numidian Lyon, when firſt caught, 


Endures the toyl that holds him. 
He would think of nothing 

But preſent Death, and ſought all violent means 
To compaſs it. But time hath mitigated 


Thbhoſe furious heats, he now returns to food 
And ſleep, admits the Converſation, 


Of thoſe that are about him. 

King. I would I had not 5 
So eaſily believ'd my fears, I was too ſudden; 

I would it were undone. . 

Cal. If you lament it, (thought 
That which now looks like Juſtice, will be 


An incon{iderate raſhneſs. 


King. But there are in nature 


Such ſtrong returns! That I puniſht him, 

I do not grieve; but that he was my Son. 
Hi. But it concerns you to bear up your Paſſion, 
And make it good; for if the People know, 


That you have cauſe to grieve for what is done, 


 They'lithink you had no cauſe at firſt to do it. 


King to the Ca. Go viſit him from mc, and 
teach him Patience; 8 
Since 


N $ 
» 
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Since neither all his Fury, nor my Sorrow 


Can help what's paſt, tell him my ſeverity 
To him ſhall in ſome meaſure be requited, 


By my indulgence to his Children. And if he | 


acne it, © ol (take off 


Let them have acces to him: a to | 


His thoughts from revenge, by telling him of 
Paradiſe, and I know not what Pleaſures 

In the other World. 

Cal. I ſhall, Sir. [Ex. King and Ca. Ma. Haly. 
Enter Mirvan. 

H.. Mir van, The King relents, and now” 
OY 2 1 
No refuge but the laſt; he muſt be Poyſoned: 
And ſuddenly, leſt he ſurvive his Father. 

Mir. But Cady » leſt it — 

Ha. . * ; 
To whom? you know there's none about him 
But ſuch as I have plac't; and they ſhall . 
"Twas diſcontent, or ab ſtinence. 

Mir. But at the beſt 
'Twill be ſuſpected. 

Ha. Why though *t be known, 

We'll fay he Poyſoned himſelf. 

Mir. But the curious will pry further 

Than bare report, and the old King's ſuſpicions | 

| Have piercing Eyes. | 

Ha. But thoſe nature 

Will ſhortly cloſe: you ſee his old Diſeaſe 

Grow ſtrong upon him. 

Mir. But if he ſhould recover? 

Fi. But I have caſt his Nativity; he cannot; 
he melt not. Pth” 


— — A 
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P th' mean time 1 have ſo beſi eg*d him, 


So blockt up all the paſſages, and plac'd 
So many Centinels and Guards upon him, 


That no Intelligence can be convey'd (require 


But by my Inſtruments. But this buſineſs will 


More Heads and Hands than ours : 60 you to 


the Priſon, 
And bring the Keeper priva rely tome, 


To give him his inſtructions. [Ex. ſeveral weys. 


Enter Prince and Caliph. 


Cal. Sir, I am Commanded by the King 
To viſit you. 


Prince, What, to give a period to my Life, 


And to his Fears? Your weicom ; here's 2 


„ = 


A Heart, or any other part, ready to let 


In Death, and receive his Commands. (of Death, 
Ca. My Lord, I am no n Miniſter 


Tis not my Function 


Prince. T ſhould koow A Voice, 
Cal. | am the Caliph, and am come to tel you, 
your Father 
Is now return'd to himſelf: Nature ha's got 
The Victory o'er Paſſion, all his rigour 


EY | | Is turn'd to Grief and Pity. 


Prince. Alas good Man! 


I pity him, and his infirmities ; 
His Doubts, and Fears, and accidents of Age, 
Which firſt provok'd his Cruelty. 


Ca. He bid me tell you, 


His love to yours ſhould amply recompence 
+ His Cruelty to you: And1 dare ſay tis real; 


For 
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For all his Thoughts, his Pleaſures, and Delights, 
Are fixt on Fatyma: when he is ſad, 


She comforts him; when Sick, ſhe's his Phyſician. | 


And were it not for the delight he takes 

In her, I think he'd die with Sorrow. (ſtrangel 
Prinace. But how, are his affections fixt 0 

On her alone? ſure tis not in his Nature; 


For then he had lov'd me, or hated her, 


_ Becauſe ſhe came from me. 4 

. Tis her deſert, 
"She s fair beyond compariſon , and witty 
Above her Age; and bears a Manly Spirit 
Above her Sex. 
Prince. But may not I admire her! 3 
Ts thattoo great a happineſs? pray let her makeit 
Her next Suit tobe permitted to viſit me her ſelf, 
Ca. She ſhall, Sir: I joy to ſee your mind 


So well compos d; I fear'd I ſhould have found 


A Tempeſt in your Soul, and came to lay it. 
Pl to the King; — 

I know to him that News will be 

Moſt acceptable. 

Prince. Pray do, and tell him 

I have caſt of all my Paſſions, and am now 

A Man again; fit for Society 

And Converſation. | 
d Exit. 


Prince. I never knew my ſelf ll now 3 how on 


"the ſudden 
Pm grown an excellent Diſlembler, to * 
One at the firſt, that has praQtis'd it all his Life: 

So now Iam my ſelf again, what ist 


I fee! 2 


— 


| 
f 
| 
; 


T1 wasa Stranger to thy b. 00d, but now. 


| I'll follow her. ned „ 
But to return again, and dwell . | N 
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| feel within? Methinks ſome vaſt deſign 


Now takes poſſeſſion of my heart, and wells 


My labouring thoughts above the — 
bounds | 
Of humane Actions, ſomething full of bor 


My Soul hath now decreed, my Heart does heat, 


As if *twere forging Thunder-bolts for" oven 
To ſtrike the Tyrant dead: So now, I have ab, 
T have it, *tis a gallant Req 20d; y 


_ Worthy my Father, or my Father's Son, nn 


All his delight's in Fatyma, poor, Innocent! 


But not more innocent than I, and „ 
My Father loves thee, and that's crime enough, 


By this Act, old T yrant, Ee, 
I ſhall be quit with thee while 15 Was is Victucus, 


Sure thou wilt love me for this horrid Crime, 1 
It is ſo like thy own. In this m ſure, oa 
Although in nothing elic, Iam thy Son 4 
But when '' tis done, I leave him yet vl remedy: 

I take my lelt, Rev enge; but I as well 
Will rab him of his Anger, r 


And having ſent lier to the . i SY, 


ln his dire Wenn lor. there's che blacker Hell, 

b PT 

; FA Sir, your Wife che Princeſs 1 is come to 

Vitit you. 8 (again. 

Prince. Conduct her in; now to my y diſguiſe 
Enter Princeſs. og 


Pie: 15 3 t! 18 MN | ord the Prince 5 5 
I PFince. 
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Prince, That's Erythæa; 
Or ſome Angel, Voyc't like her. Tis ſhe, my 
ſtrugling Sou 


Would tain go out to meet and welcom her. : 


r 1 
No Anſwer bur in ſighs (dear Erythæa ?) 
Thou'cam'ſt to comfort, to ſupport my ſufferings, 
Not to oppreſs me with a greater weight, 


nd 


To fee that my unhappineſs 


Involves thee to. 1 (your glories, 
Princeſs. My Lord, in all your triumphs and 


You call'd me into all your Joys, and gave me 
An equal ſhare, and in this depth of miſery 
Can I be unconcern'd ? you needs muſt know, 


You needs muſt hope I cannot; or which is 


AS - 8 
You mult ſuſpe& my love: for what is love 


But Sympathy? And this I make my happinels, 


Since both cannot be happy, 
That we can both be miſerable. 
Prince, I prethee do not ſay thou lov'ſt me; 


For love, or finds out equals, or makes em ſo : 


Bur I am fo caſt down, and fallen fo low, 

I cannot riſe to thee, and dare not wiſh 
Thou ſhould'ſt deſcend to me; but call it pity, 
And Iwill own it then, that Kings may give 


To Beggars, and not leſſen their own greatneſs. 


_ Princeſs. Till now I thought Virtue had ſtood 
above FF3j))))CCͥͥͥ oo as 
The reach of Fortune; but if Virtue be not, 
Yet Love's a greater Deity : whatever Fortune 
Can give or take, Love wants not, or deſpiſes 0 
— : 


OR 5 


. 


: tn} © £5 leand- 


'y 


my 
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Or by his own Omnipotence ſupplies : 


Then like a God with joy beholds 


The Beauty of his own Creations. | 
'Thus what we Form and Image to our fanties, 
We really poſſeſs. EE 

Prince. But can thy imagination 


Delude it ſelf, to fix upon an object 


So loſt in Miſeries, ſo old in Sorrows; 


Paleneſs and Death hang on my Cheek , and 


__ darkneſs (was 


Dells in my Eyes; more chang'd from what 1 


In Perſon than in Fortune. 


Princeſs. Yet ſtill the fame to me: FEY 
Alas my Lord, theſe outward Beauties are but 
the Props and Scaffolds (perfect 


On which we built our love, which now made 


Stands without thoſe ſuppotts : nor 1s my flame 
So earthy as to need the dull material Fuel 
Of Eyes, or Lips, or Cheeks, till to be kindled, 
And blown by Appetite, or elſe t' expire: 


My Fires are purer, and like thoſe of Heaven; 


Fed only, and contented with themſelves; | 
Need nothing from without.  Cottune; 
Prince, But the diſgrace that waits upon miſ⸗ 


The meer reproach, the ſhame of being miſerable, 


Expoſes Men to Scorn and baſe Contempt, 


Even from their neareſt Friends. 


Princeſs. Love is fo far from ſcorning miſery, 


That he delights in't, and is fo kindly cruel, 
Sometimes to wiſh it, that he may be alone 
Inſtead of all, of Fortunes, Honours, Friends; 


which are 
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But meer diverſions from Loves proper obieck. 
Which only is it ſelf. 
Prince. Thou haſt almoſt 
Taught me to love my Miſeries, and forgive 
All my Misfortunes. Pl at leaſt forget *em ; 
We will revive thoſe times, and in our Memories 
Preſerve, and ſtill keep freſh (like Flowers in 
. N 
Thoſe happier days: when at our Eyes our Souls 
Kindled their mutual Fires, their equal Beams 
Shot and returned, till linkt, and twin'd in one, 
They Chain'd our Hearts together. begin 
Princeſs. And was it juſt, that Fortune ſhould 
Her Tyranny, where we began our loves? 
No, if it had, why was not blind too? 
I'm ſure if weeping could have don't, I had been. 


Prince. Fhink not that 1 am blind, but think it 
Night, 


A ſeaſon for our Loves, and which to Lovers 
Nr ſeems too long; and think of all our miſeries, 


Bur as fome melancholy Dream which has 
awak't us, 


To the renewing of our Joys. 

Princeſs. My Lord, 164 is a temper 
Worthy the old Philoſophers. 

Prince. I but repeat that Lefſon 
Which I have learnt from thee. All this moralit; 

T7 hy love hath taught me. 

Princeſe. My Lord, you wrong your Virtue. 
T aſcribe the effect of that to any cauſe. 
Leſs noble than it ſelf. 

Prince, And you your love, 5 


ty 


ue, 


To 
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To thiak it is leſs noble, or leſs powerful, 

Than any the beſt Virtue : and I fear thy love 
Will wrong it ſelf : ſo long a ſtay will make 
The jealous King ſuſpect we have been plotting : 


How do the pledges of our former love; 


Our Children ? 
Princeſs. Both happy in 1 their Grandſires love, 
eſpecially _ 
The pretty Fatyma; yet ſhe 
According to her apprehenſion feels 


A ſenſe of your Misfortunes. 


Prince. But let her not too much expreſs} IL 
Leſt ſhe provoke his fury. 
Princeſs. She only can allay i it 


When 'tis provok't; ſhe | 
Plays with his rage, and gets abbey his : anger; 


As you have {cen a little Boar - 
To mount and dance upon the Wave jy that 
threatens 
To overwhelm it. | 
Priace, To threaten is to ſave, but his anger 
Strikes us like thunder, where the blow ts 


Ihe loud report, and even prevents Mens fears. 


Prince ſs. But then like thunder 
It rends a Cedar, or an Oak, or finds dren 
Some ſtrong reſiſting matter; Women and Chil- 
Are not Subjects worthy a Prince s anger. 
Prince. Whatſoever 


ls worthy of their love is worth their anger. 


Princeſs. Love's a more natural motion; they 
are angry 
As Pri TINCES, but love as Mea. +4: 
—— X 3 Pr iuce. 


bo be SOPHY. 
Prince. Once more I beg, 
Make not thy love thy danger. _ (lingueſs 
Princeſs. My Lord, 1 ſee with what unwil- 
Yau lay upon me this Command, and through 


your fears ” 5 
Diſcern your love, and therefore muſt obey 
you, e 1 Exit. | 


Prince. Farewel my deareſt Erythea. 
There's a ſtrange Muſick in her Voice, the ſtory 
Of Orpheus, which appears fo bold a Fiction, 

Was Prophecy'd of thee; thy Voice has tam'd 

The Tygers and the Lyons of my Soul. 

„FW 7 _ - 

Meſſ. Sir, your Daughter Fatyma. 

Prince. Conduct her in; how ſtrangely am I 

tempted 8 

With opportunity, which like a ſudden guſt 

Hath ſwelVd my calmer thoughts into a tempeſt? 

Accurſed Opportunity! 3 

The Midwife and the Bawd to all our Vices, 

That work*ſt our Thoughts into Deſires, Deſires 


To Reſolutions; thoſe being ripe, and quickned, 


_ Thou giv*ſt 'em birth, and bring'ſt em forth to 
action. 5 
Enter Fat. and Meſſcnger! » 
Prince. Leave us, O Opportunity | 
Tat when my dire and bloody Reſolutions, 
Like ſick and froward Children 
Were rockt aſleep by Reaſon or Religion, 
Thou like a violent noiſe cam'ſt ruſhing in, 
And makiſt em wake and ſtart to new un- 
| ——— "Oe 
ES Im Come 


_ He loves thee dear 
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Come hither, pretty Fatyme, 
Thy Grandfire's Darling, ſit upon my Knee 


Fat. I, Father, for or your fake, 

Prince, And for his fake I ſhall requite it. 

O Virtue, Virtue, 

Where art thou fled ? thou art my Reaſon Friend; 

But that, like a depoſed Prince, has yielded 

His Scepter to his baſe uſurping Vaſſals; 

And like a Traytor to himſelf, takes pleaſute 

In ſerving them. 

Fat. But Father, 

T delir'd him that you might have liberty. and that 

He would give you your Eyes again. 

Prince. Pretty Innocence! 

*Tis not i' th' Art, nor Power of Man to do it. 
Fat. Muſt you never ſee again then, Father? 
Prince. No, not without a Miracle. 

Fat. Why Father, I can ſee with one Eye, 
Pray take ore 

Of mine. 

Prince. I would her i Innocent prate could 
overcome me : 

Mfict do I feel! how am I 

ip'twixt two encountring Tides ! 


O what a C 
Toſt like a 


Love that was baniſht hence, would fain return 
And force an entrance, but Revenge 
(That's now the Porter of my Soul) is deaf, 
Deaf as the Adder, and as full of Poyſon. 
Mighty Revenge | that = canſt o*erthrow 
All thoſe joynt Powers, w 
Honour, 


ich Nature, Vertue, 


x 4 Cin 


* 
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Can raiſe againſt thee. 
Fat. What do you ſeek for , your r Handler: 
chief? pray uſe mine; 
To drink the bloudy moiſture from your Eyes; ; 
I'll ſhew't my Grandfather, | 
T know 'twill make him weep. '- 
Why do you fhake Father? 5 
Juſt ſo my Grandfire trembled at rhe inſtant 
Your ſight-'was tefne.away. .* - e 
Prduci And upon the een. 5 
Fat. O Father, what means the Naked Knife? 
Prince. Tis to requite thy Grandſires 8 love. 
| Prepare pd ff nogr* ge - 
Tome means: to nt, 
„„ ee I 
Your Pauyhter- Farymia {= 
Prince. I therefore do i 8 
Fat. Alas, Was · this the Bleng my Mother 
ſont · rd tb receive "(thing | in that 
Pri, Thy Mother! Ernthes! T heres 8 loinc- 
That ſhakes my Reſolution. | 
Poor -Ery:h2x; how wrerefied fhall 1 make 3 
To rob thee of a Husband an Child ? 
But whiclvis wer ſe, that firſt 1 * hd Worn thee 
Jo belief that at] avis Well“; „ 
: Shall T ferbear a Crime: for 5 of Thee: | 
And not forlove of Virtue ? But wv that's Virtus: 
A meer imaginary formd, u thing 
Ot ſpeentavion'; - which ty my dark Soul, - 
Depriv'd'of- teaſon;: id as indifcernable - | 
As Colouty'to my Body; * anting light. 
F hen being leſt & ſen ſe, I muſt be cuide oY 


1 
1 
6 


) 
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By ſomething that my ſenſe graſps and takes 


bold of; 5 £ 
On then my love, and fear not to encounter 


That Giant, my revenge (alas poor Fatyma) 
My Father loves thee, ſo do's Erythea: 


Whether ſhall I by juſtly plaguing 


Hin whom TI hate, be more unjuſtly cruel 
To ber I love? Or being kind to her, 


Be cruel to my ſelf, and leave unſatisfied 


My Anger and Revenge? but Love, thou art 


The nobler Paſſion, and to thee I Sacrifice 


All my ungentle thoughts. Fatyma forgive me, 
And ſeal it witha Kiſs: What is't I feel? 
'The Spirit of Revenge re-inforcing 


New Arguments. Fly Fatyma, (miſchief, 
Fly while thou may'ſt, nor tempt me to new 


By giving means to act it; to this ill 


My Will leads not my Power, but Power my 
e 5 [ Ex. Fat. 


O what a Tempeſt have I ſcap't, thanks to 


Heaven, | 


And Erythea's Love! 


Vo: 'twas a poor, a low revenge, unworthy 


My Virtues, or my Injuries, and 


As now mv Fame, fo then my infamy, 


Would blot out his; And I inſtead of his Empire, 
 Slall only be the Heir of all his Curſes. 
No : I'll be ſtill my ſelf, and carry with me 
My Innocence to th' other World, and leave 
My Fame to this : *twill be a brave Revenge 


Jo raiſe my Mind to a conſtancy, fo high, 
Ti:zt may look down upon his threats, my 
TInence FT Shall 
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Shall moc 


Ehis Fury: nor ſhall he be ſo happy 
To make me miſerable : and my ſufferings fhal! 
Erect a prouder Trophy to my Name, 5 
Than all my proſperous actions: Every Pilot 
Can ſteer the Ship in Calms, but he performs 


The skilful part, can manage it in ſtorms. [ Ex. 


— — 


—_— 


Actus Quintus. 


* 8 5 
Enter Prince. 


Prince. \ E Happineſs be a ſubſtantial good, 
Not fram'd of accidents, nor ſub- 


-;.-.. > 000 WW, -. 

I err'd to ſeek it in a blind revenge, 

Or think it loſt in loſs of ſight, or Empire; 

Tis ſomething ſure within us, not ſubjected 
To. ſenſe of ſight, only to be diſcern'd 

By Reaſon, my Souls Eye, and that ftill ſees 
Clearly, and clearer for the want of theſe; 

For gazing through theſe Windows of the body, 
It met ſuch ſeveral, ſuch diſtracting objects; 
But now confin'd within it ſelf, tf 


Torrents of Anger, Mountains of Ambition; 
Gulfs of Deſire, and Towers of Hope, huge Giants, 


Monſters, and ſavage Beaſts; to vanquiſh theſe, 


Will be a braver Conqueſt than the old 
Or the new World. . 
O happineſs of Blindneſs! now no Beauty 


Inflames my Luk, no others good, my wy, 


L | 


es (covers 
A ſtrange, and unknown World, and there diſ- 


— — —ͤ—ꝛ — 
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Or Miſery, my Pity: no Man's Wealth 
Draws my Reſpect, nor Poverty my Scorn; 
Yet ſtill T ſee enough. Man to himſelf 

Is a large Proſpect, rais'd above the level 

Of his low creeping Thoughts; if then I have 
A World within my ſelf, that World ſhall be 


My Empire; there I'll Reign commanding 


- _—”y, 


| And willingly obey'd, ſecure from Fear 
Of Foreign Forces, or Domeſtick Treaſons, 
And hold a Monarchy more free, more abſolute 


Than in my Father's Seat; and looking down 
With Scorn or Pity, on the ſlippery State 
Of Kings, will tread upon the Neck of Fate. [Ex. 
Enter Baſhaws diſenisfd, with Haly., 
1 Baſh. Sir, 'tis of near concernment, and im- 
"ports TY —. 


No less than the King's Life and Honour. 
H.. May not I knowit? 


Baſh. You may, Sir, But in his Preſence we 
de [worn - . 


* impart it firſt to him. 


Ha. Our Perſian State deſcends not 
To Interviews with Strangers: but from whence 


Comes this Diſcovery, or you that bring it? 


2 Baſh, We are, Sir, of Natolia, 


H. Natolia! Heard you nothing 
Of two Villains that lately fled from hence? 


1 Baſh, The Baſhaws, Sir ? 
2 nn. 
2 Baſh. They are nearer than you think for. 
Ha. Where? N 
e 1B aſh. 
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1 Baſh. In Perſia. 
He. In Arms again to'tempt another Slavery? 


2 Baſh. No, Sir, they made ſome weak at- 


5 tempts, preſuming on 

The reputation of their former Greatneſs : 
But having loſt their Fame and Fortunes, 
*Tis no wonder they loſt their Friends; now 
hopeleſs and forlom ({curely, 
They are return'd, and ſomewhere live ob- 
To expect a change in Perſia; nor wil't be hard 
To had ((. 
Hl. Do't, and name your own Rewards. 

2 Baſb. We dare do nothing 'till we have ſeen 
| the King, „„ 
And then you fan command us. 

Ha. Well, though 'tis nor uſual, 


Ve ſhall have free acceſs. [Ex/t Haly. = 


Enter King and Haly. 
ate ed : 
From hence for a ſuppos'd Conſpiracy 
Between the Prince and them. 
King. Where are the Villains? 


1 Baſh, Sir, there were two 1 arkiſp Priſoners 


I Baſb. This is the Villain, Sir; hey pull , 
And we the wrongfully accus'd : er diſguiſes. 


Lou gave Lite, Sir, 
see ER 
As a free noble Gift; but when we heard 
T was valued at the Price of your Son's Honour, 
We came to give it back, as a poor trifle, 
Priz'd at a rate too high. 
Ning. Huli. 


— —— 


: Can- | 
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cn 


To let you Lave, and Reign ſo long. 
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cannot think my Favours plac'd ſo il, 


To be ſo ill requited ; yet their Confidence 
Has ſomething in't that looks like Innocence. 


Ha. Aſide. 1s't come to that? then to my laft 
and fureit refuge. 
King. Sure if the Guilt were theirs, they could 
not charge thee 
With ſuch a gallant Boldneſs: if *twere thine, 


Thou could'ſt not hear” t withſuch a ſilent Scorn; 
Tamamaz'd. 


Ha. Sir, perplex your Thoughts no farther, 
They have Truth to make dem bold; 
And I have Power to ſcorn it : twas 1 Sir, 


That betray'd him, and you, and them. 


Kin. Is this Impudence, or Madneſs? 
"Fs. Nenher: 
A very ſober, and fad Truth—to you, Sir. 
King. A Guard there. 
Enter Mirvan, and others. 
Kine. Seize him. 
Ha. Seize them; now 
Though 'tis too late to learn, yet know 
"Gains you are King again, what? tis to let your. 
Subjects 


| Diſpoſe all Offices of Truſt and Power: 


The Beaſt obeys his Keeper, and looks up, 
Not to his Maſters, but his Feeders Hand ; 
And when vou gave me Power to diſpenſe 
And make your Favours mine, 1n the ſame Hour 


Jou made your felt my ſhadow : and twas my 


Courteſie 1 


King. 
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Ring. Without there! 

Enter two or three, and ] oin with the others. 
What none but Traytors? Has this Villain 
Breath'd Treaſon into all, and with that Breath, 
Like a contagious Vapour, blaſted Loyalty ? 
Sure Hell it ſelf hath ſent forth all her Furies, 
T' inhabit and poſſeſs this place. = 

Ha. Sir, Paſſions without Power, 
Like Seas againſt a Rock, but loſe their Fury. 


Mirvan, take theſe Villains, and ſee em ſtrangled : 
1 Baſh. Farewel, Sir, commend us to your 


Sion, let him know, . 
That ſince we cannot die his Servants, 
We'll die his Mattyrs. _ 
King. Farewel, unhappy Friend, ) 
Along Farewel, and may you find Rewards 
Great as your Innocence; or which is more, 
Great as your Wrongs. . 
2 Baſþ. Come, thou art troubled, 
Thou doſt not fear to die ? 
1 Baſh, No, but to loſe my Death, . 
To ſell my Life fo cheap, while this proud Villain 
That takes it muſt ſurvive. Ep 0 
2 Baſh. We ſhall not loſe our Deaths, 


If Heaven can hear the Cries of guiltleſs Blood, 


Which it ſure muſt; for I have heard th' are loud 
WE = Tn 

Vengeance ſhall overtake thee. 

Ha. Away with em. + 

King. Stay, Haly, they are Innocent; yet Life 

„„ 

' Is worſe than Death, I diſdain to ask it. 
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1 Baſh. And we to take it. 
Ha. Do not ask it, Sir, 


For them to whom you owe your Ruin, they 


have undone you; (cure, 
Had not they told you this, you had liv'd ſe- 


And happy in your Ignorance ; but this injury, 
Since tis not in your Nature to forgive it, 
J muſt not leave it in your Power to puniſh it. 


King. Heaven, though from thee J have de- 
erv'd ths FREMeR, 


Be thou my Judge and Witneſs, from this Villain, 
bb _ Os 
Had I but felt your Vengeance from ſome hand 


That firſt had ſuffer'd mine, it had been Juſtice : 
But have you ſent this fad return of all 
My Love, my Truſt, my Favours? 
Ha. Sir, there's a great reſemblance 
Between your Favours, and my Injuries ; 
Thoſe are too great to be requited, theſe 
Too great to be forgiven : and therefore 
Tis but in vain to mention either. 
King. Mirza, Mirza, ; 
How art thou loſt by my deceiv*d Credulity ? 
I'll beg thy Pardon. 
Ha. Stay, Sir, not without my leave: 
Go ſome of you, and let the People know 
The King keeps State, and will not come in Pub- 
—_ - 


If any great Affairs, or State Addreſſes, 


Bring em to me. 5 
King. How have I taught the Villain 
To act my part? but oh, my Son, my Son, 


Shall I not ſee thee? Ha, 


Ha. For once you ſhall, Sir, | 1 
But you muſt grant me one thing. | 
Ning. Traytor, doſt thou mock my Miſerles? = 
What can I give but this unhappy Life? 
HI.. Alas! Sir, it is but that J ask, and” tis my 
_ _- - Modelty 
To ask it, it being in my Power to take it: 
When you ſhall ſee him, Sir, to die for Pity, 
 ?Tweere ſuch a thing, "would ſo deceive the 
World, (natur d; 
And make the People think you were _ 0 
?Twill look fo well in Story, and become „ 
The Stage ſo handſomly. L 
King. I neer deny'd thee any thing, and ſhal 
not now | 
Deny thee this, though I could ſtand upright! 
Under the Tyranny of Age and Fortune 4 |4 
Yer the fad weight of ſuch Ingratitude 1 — 
Will cruſh me into Earth. 
H. Loſe not your Tears, but keep 
Your Lamentations for your Son, or Sins; _ 
For both deſerve em: but you muſt make J. 
haſte, Sir, 
Or he'll not ſtay your coming. He looks #por 
is now about the Hour the Poy fon 4 Match. 
Muſt take effece. ow 
King. Poy ſon'd? oh Heaven! (of u. Us 
H. Nay, Sir, loſe no time in Wonder, bott: 
Have much to de; if you will ſee your Sen, 
| Here's one ſhall bring you to him. [Exit Kings 
Some unskilful Pilot had ſhipwrackt mr; 
But I not only againſt ſure 


And 


22 


- — w 


„ 

And likely Ills have made my ſelf ſecure: 

But ſo confirm'd, and forrify'd my State, 

To ſet it faf2 above the reach of Fate. [Exit Ilaly. 

Enter Prince led, Servant at the other Door, 
Princeſs ud Soffy. 

Serv. Sir, the Princets and your Son. 

Prince, Soffy, thou com'ſt to wonder at 


Thy wretched Father: why oft thou interrupt 


Thy Happineſs, by looking o.. an Object 


Ho miſerable ? 


Princeſs. My Lord, methinks there i is not in 
your Voice 


The Vigour that was wont, nor in your look 
The wonted Chearfulneſs. Are you well my 


r [coming 

Prince. No: but I ſhall be. I feel my Health a 

Princeſs. What's your Diſeaſe, my Lord? 

_ Prixce, Nothing, but I have tane a Cordial, 
Sent by the King or Hah, in requital 


L of all my Miſeries, to make me happy : 


he Pillars of this Frame grow weak, 5 6 
As if the weight of many Years oppreſs ? em; 
My Sinews {lacken, and an wy ſtiffneſs 


Benums my Blood. 


Princeſs. Alas, L fear he's Poyſon'd : 


Call all the help har Art, or Herbs, or Minerals 
Can miniſter. 


Prince. No, 'tis too hw: 


And they that gave me this, are too well 0 


In ſuch an Art, to attempt and not perform. 
Princeſs. Yet try my Lord, revive your 
Thoughts, the Empire 
*. Expedts 
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Expects you, your Father's dying. 
Prince. So When the Ship is ſinking, 
The Winds that wrackt it ceaſe. 


Princeſs. Will you be the ſcorn of Fortune, 
To come near a Crown, and only near it ? 


Prince. I am not Fortune” s Scorn, but ſhe is 


mine, 
| Mor e blind than I. : 
| Princeſs. Otyranny of Fate! to bring 
Death in one hand, and Empire in the other; 
Only to ſhew us happineſs, and then 
To ſnatch us from it. 
Prince. They ſnatch me to it; 
My Soul is on her Journey, do not now 
Divert, or lead her back, to loſe her ſelf 


P tl amaze, and winding Labyrinths 00 the 


ee: 
I prethee do not weep, thy Love is that 
I part with moſt unwillingly, or otherwiſe 


I had not ſtaid till rude neceſſity 
Had forc*d me hence. 


Soffy, be not a Man too ſoon, 


And when thou art, rake. heed of too ach 


Vertue; _ 
It was thy Father's, and his only Crime, 
*T'will make the King luſpicious; yet Cer time, 
By Natures Courſe has FIpeNed chee to Man = 
Iwill mellow hirn to Duſt ; all then forger 
T was thy Father, yet ior; it not, 
My grear F xample {hall excite thy T houghts 
Io noble Actions And you dear Erythea, 
ive not your Paſſions vent; nor let blind Fury 


Pre- 


3 a —_ r ll | HE 
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; Precipitate your Thoughts, nor ſet em working, 


Till time ſhall lend em better Means and Inſtru- 
ments ; 


Than loſt Complaints. Where's pretty Fatyma? 


She muſt forgive my raſh ungentle Paſſion. 
Princeſs, What do. you mean, Sir ? 
Prince, T am aſham'd to tell you, 


JJ 
Princes. I will, Sir, I pray try 
If Sleep will eaſe your Torments, and repair 


Your waſted Spirits. 
Prince. Sleep to thoſe empty Lids 


Ts grown a Stranger, and the Day and Night 


As undiſtinguiſht by my Sleep, as Sight. 


O happineſs of Poverty! that reſts . 
Securely on a Bed of living Turf, (Thoughts, 
While we with waking Cares and reſtleſs 


Lye tumbling on our Down, courting the bleſſing 


Of a ſhort Minutes Slumber, which the Plough- 


_ ow os 
Shakes from him, as a ranſom'd Slave his Fetters : 


Call in ſome Muſick, J have heard ſoft Airs 
Can charm our Senſes, and expel our Cares. 


Is Erythes gone? 
. 
Prince. Tis well: „ 
] would not have her preſent at my Death. 
i - op es 
MN /f Orpheus the humble God, that awells 
In Cottages and Smoaky Cells, 
Hates gilded Roofs and Beds of Down, 
And though he fears no Prince's Fron, 
Flies from thecircle of aCrown, Y 2 Come. 


7 


Nor by deſire provok't, but evn berray'd 
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Come, I ſay, thou powerful God, 
And thy Leaden charming Rod, 
Dipt in the Lethean Lite 

O'er his waketul Temples ſbale, 

Leſt he ſhould Sleep and never wake. 


Native ( * ) why art thou ſo 
Obliged to thy greateſt Foe ? 
Sleep that ts thy beſt repaſt, 
Net of Death it bears a Taſte, 
And bothi are the ſame 2 at laſ. 


* 


Serv. So now he ſleeps, let? 5 leave him 
To his repoſe. 

Enter King. 

King. The Horror of this place preſents © 
The 3 of my Crimes, I fain would ak 
What J am loth to hear, but Tam well prepar'd: 
They that are paſt all hope of good, are paſt 
All fear of IIl: and yet if he be dead, 
Spe: lx ſoftly or uncertain x. | 

Phy. Sir, he ſleeps. L 

King. O that's too plain, I know thou u mea 

his laſt, 
His long, his endleſs Neep. = 

Phy. No, Sir, he = hut vet 
1 far the Sleep you ſpeak of vill be his next: 

For Nature like a weak and weary Traveller, 
Tit'd with a tedious and rugged wav, 


By wearineſs and want of Spirits, 
fr1yes un her ſelf to this unwilling llumber. 


on. þ 


Pls 


— 
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King. Thou haſt it, Haly, *tis indeed a fad 


And ther Truth, though the firſt 
And only Truth thou ever told'ſt me: 


And 'tis a fatal ſign, when Kings hear Truth, 


_ Eſpecially when Flatterers dare e ſpeak it. 


Prince. I thought 1 heard my Father, does he 
hink the Poyion 
Too flow, and comes to ſee the Operation? 
[ Prince awakes, 


Or does he think * Engine dull, or honeſt ? 
Leſs apt to execute, than he to bid him: 
He needs not, tis enough, it will ſucceed 


To his expeQation. 
King. Tis indeed thy Father, 


Thy e Father; but ſo far from _ 
New Cruelties, that if thoſe already paſt, 


Acknowledg'd and repented of, can yer 


Receive a Pardon, by thoſe mutual Bonds 


Nature has ſeal'd between us, which though I 
Have cancelPd, thou halt ſtill preſerv'd in violate ; 


beg thy Pardon. 


Prince. Death in it {elf appears 


Lovely and ſweet, not only to be pardoned, 


But wiſht for, had it come from any other hand, 


gut from a Father; a Father, . 
A name fo full of Life, of Lov e, of Pity : 
Death from a Father's Hand, from whom I ürſt : 
Receiv'd a Being, Pris a prepoſterous Giſt, 
An Act at which inverted Nature ſtarts 
And bluſhes to beh old her ſelf fo cruel. 


Kjnz. Take thou that Comfort with thee, and 
be not deaf to Truth: 
* 4 7 | B 5 
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By all that's Holy, by the dying accents 
Of thine, and my laſt Breath, I never meant, 
I never wiſht it: Sorrow has ſo over-fraught 
This finking Barque, I ſhall not live to ſhew 
Howl abhor, or how I would repent ; 
My firſt raſh Crime; but he that now — (lie, 
Has poyſon'd thee,firſt poyſon'd me with Jealou- 
A fooliſh cauſleſs Jealouſie. Ph 
Prince. Since you believe my Innocence, 
I cannot but believe your Sorrow: ? 
But does the Villain live? A juſt Revenge 
Would more become the ſorrows of a King, 
Than womaniſh Complaints. $i 
King. O Mirza, Mirza! 
I have no more the Power to do it, 
Than thou to ſee it done: My Empire Mir 2a, 
My Empire's loſt : thy Vertue was the Rock 
On which it firmly ſtood, that being undermin'd, 
It ſunk with its own weight; the Villain whom 
_ my Breath created, 
Now braves it in my Throne. 
Prince. O for an hour of Life; but *twill not be: 
Revenge and Juſtice we muſt leave to Heaven. 
I would ſay more, but Death hath taken in the 
Outworks, 5 Ns 5 
And now aſſails the Fort; I feel, I feel him 
Gnawing my Heart-ſtrings : Farewel, and yet I 


__ would— A 
King. O ſtay, ſtay but a while, and take me 
with thee; %%% 


Come Death, let me embrace thee, thou that 
The worſt of all my Fears, art now the beſt 87 
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Of all my Hopes. But Fate, why haſt thou 


added 


This Curſe to all the reſt ? the love of Life; 


We love it, and yet hate it; Death we loath; 


And ſtill deſire ; flie to it, and yet fear it. 


Enter Princeſs and Soff. 
Princeſs. He's gone, he's gone for ever: 


O that the Poy ſon had miſtaken his, 


And met this hated Life; but cruel Fate 


Envied fo great a Happineſs : Fate that Rill 


Flies from the Wretched, and purſues the Bleſt. 
Ye Heavens! But why ſhould I complain to them 


That hear me not, or bow to thoſe that hate me? 
Why ſhould your Curſes fo outweigh your 


Bleſſings ? 


They come but ſingle, and long expeQation 
Tales from their Value: but theſe fall upon us 
Double and ſudden. Sees the Ring. 
Vet more of Horror, then farewel my Tears, 
And my juſt Anger be no more confin'd 


To vain Complaints, or ſelf-devouring ſilence; 
But break, break forth upon him like a Deluge, 
And the great Spirit of my injur'd Lord 


Poſſeſs me, and inſpire me with a Rage 


Great as thy Wrongs, and let me call together 
All my Souls Powers, to throw a Curſe upon him 


JJ ͤ  _ _- -- 
Kyng. O ſpare your Anger, *tis loſt ; 
For he whom thou accuſeſt has already 
Condemn'd himſelf, and is as miſerabbe 
As thou canſt think, or wiſh him; ſpit upon me, 
Caſt all Reproaches on me, Womans Wit 


Y 4 Oc 
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Or Malice can invent, I'll thank thee for them ; 5 
What &er can give me a more lively Senſe 

Of my own Crimes, that ſo I may repent 'em. 


Princeſs. O cruel Tyrant! couldſt thou be ſo 
barbarous 


To a Son as Noble as thy ſelf art Vile? 


| Thatknew no other Crime but too much Vertue ; : 


Nor could deſerve fo great a Puniſhment 
For any Fault, but that he was thy Son? 
Now not content to exceed all other Tyrants, F 
Exceed'ſt thy ſelf : firſt robbing him of Sight, 8 
Ihen ſeeming by a fain'd and forc'd Repentance, 
Jo expiate that Crime, didſt win him ro 
A falſe ſecurity, and now by Poyſon 


___- Haſt rob'd him of his Life. 


King. Were but my Soul as pure : 
From other Guilts as that, Heaven did not bold þ 
One more immaculate. Yet what J have done, 

He dying did forgive me, and hadft thou been 

preſent, „ 

Thou wouldf have done the fame : for thou-art--: 

Compar'd to me; I am not only miſerable, . il 
But Wicked too; thy Miſeries may find 

Pity, and Help from others; but mine make me 
The. Scorn, and the Reproach of all the World; 


Thou, like unhappy Merchants, whoſe Adven- 
tures 


Are daſht on Rocks, or ſwallowed up in Storms. 
Out all thy Hſles to the Fates: but I 
Like waftful Prodigals, have caft away 
My Happineſs, and with it all Mens Pity : 
Thou ſeeſt how Weak and Wretched Guilt can 
=" Even 
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Fven Kings themſelves, when a weak Womans 
| Anger 
maſter mine. 

P 5 "ceſs, And your Sorrow 


45 2.47 Yercomes my Anger, and turns into 
iEting . (band ; 
; Kr . not me, nor yet deplore your Huf. 
Bur? ice eh ihe ery of your Son, his Innocence 
e roo weak a Guard, when nor my great- 
t 5 
1 yet his Father's Vertues could protect us. 


Ga on, my Boy, the juſt Revenge of all Jo Soff. 
Our Wrongs I recommend to thee and Heaven; 
1 feel n my Weakneſs growing ſtrong upon me: 
Ex. Princeſs and Soffy. 
a Death thou art he that wilt not flatter Princes. 
hat ſtoops not to Authority, nor gives 
A ſpecious name to Tyranny ; but ſhe-vs 
Our Actions in their own deformed likeneſs. 
Now all thoſe Cruelties which I have acted, 
| To make me great, or Glorious, or ſecure 
: ſ} Look like the hated Crimes of other Men. 
Enier Phyſician. = 
King. O fave me, fave me Who are thofe that 
n 
And ſeem to threaten meꝰ 


Phy. Therc's uo body, 'tis nothing 
But tome fearful Dream. 


King. Yes, that's my Brother” 5 Ghoſt, whole 
birth-right ſtood 


Twixt me and Empire, like a ſpreading Cater 
That grows to hinder ſome delightful Proſpect, 


Him 


— 
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Him I cut down. 
Next my old Father's Ghoſt, whom I impatient 


To have my Hopes delay'd, haſtned by Violence 


before his fatal Day; 

Then my enraged Son, who ſems to becken, 
And hale me to him. I come, Icome, ye Ghoſts, 
The greateſt of you all; But ſure one Hell's 
Too little to contain me, and too narrow / 
For all my Crimes. Dies. 
Enter Mirvan and Haly 4 ſeveral Doors. 


 Haly. Go muſter all the City-Bands; 5 pretend i it 


To prevent ſudden Tumults, 
But indeed to ſettle the Succeſſion. 


Mir. My Lord, you are too ſudden, youll 


take *em unprepar'd. 
Alas! you know their Conſciences are e tender. 
Scandal and Scruple muſt be firſt remov'd, 
They _ be Pray'd and Preach'd into a Tu- 
mult: 
But for Succeſſion, 
Let us agree on that; there's Colimal 
2 eldeſt Son by the Arabian Lady, 

A gallant Youth. 

Hae. I, too gallant, his proud Spirit will diſdain 
To owe his greatneſs to anothers Gift : 
Such Gifts as Crowns, tranſcending all requital, 
Turn Injuries (he know 
No, Mirvan; he muſt be Dull and Stupid, leſt 
Wherefore we made him King. 


Mir. But he muſt be good natur'd, tractable, 
And one that will be govern'd. (he's beholding to. 


Ha. And have ſo much Wit to know whom 
Mir. 
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Afr. But why, my Lord, ſhould you look ſur- 
ther than your ſelf? (conſider 

Ha. T have had ſome ſuch Thoughts; but I 
The Perſian State will not endure a King (am, 


So meanly born; no, III rather be the ſame 1 
In place the ſecond, but the firſt in Power: 


Sohman the Son of the Georgian Lady 
Shall be the Man : what Noiſe is that ? 


Enter Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. My Lord, the Prince's late Vitorious 


Army (thing 
Is marching towards the Palace, breathing no- 
But Fury and Revenge; to them are joyn'd 


All whom deſire of Change, or Diſcontent, 
Excites to new Attempts, their Leaders | 
Abdal and Morat. 
Ha. Abial and Morat! Mir van, we are loſt, 
fallen from the top 


Of all our Hopes, and caſt away like Sailers, 


Who ſcaping Seas, and Rocks, and T empeſts, 


riſh 


pP tb very Port; fo are we loſt i th? ſight 


And reach of all our Wiſhes: ftrangely ? 
Mir. How has our Intelligence faiPd us fo 
Ha. No, no, I Rnew they were in Muuny 3 

But they could ne'er have hurt us, 


Had they not come at this inſtant period, 
This point of time: had he liv'd two Doys LY 


longer, 


A Pardon to the Captains, and a Largeſs 
Among the Soldiers, had appeas'd their Fury : 
Had he dy'd too Doſs ſooner, the Succeſſion 


"Had 
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| Had as we pleas'd, been ſettled, and ſecur'd 


By Soff's Death. Gods, that the World ſhould 


| turn 

On Minutes, and on Moments! 
Mir. My Lord, loſe not your ſelf 
In Pafſion, but take counſel from Neceſſ ity 


I'll to 'em, and will let them know 


The Prince is dead, and that they come too late 
To give him Liberty ; ; for love to him 


Has bred their Diſcontents; I'll tell them boldly 5. 


That they have loſt their Hopes. 
Ha. And tell them too, 


As they have loſt their Hopes o 1h? one, r : 


have loſt (deſire 
Their Fears o' th? other: tell their Leaders we 
Their Counſel in the next Succeſſhonz; 
Which if it meet diſturbance, 

Then we ſhall crave Aſſiſtance from their Power, 
Which Fate could not have ſent in a more happy 
A [ Exit Mirvan. 

Enter Lordi, Caliph. 


Cal Iod, (Gate. : 


Ye hear the News, the Prince's Army i is at the 


Ha, I, I hear it, and feel it here; "OP tae. 


But the Succeſſion, that's the point 
That firſt requires your Counſel. 
Cal. Who ſhould ſucceed, but S 


Ha. What! in ſuch times as the c, 25 ſuch 


| an Army 
Lies at our Gates, to chuſe a Child our King ? 
You, my Lord Caliph, are better read in Story, 
And can diſcourſe the fatal Conſequences 


When Children Reign. Cal. 


1 
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Cal. My Lords, if you'll be guided 


By Reaton and Example. — 


Enter Abdal and Morat. 
Ha. My Lords, you come moſt opportunely, 
woe were entring 
Into Diſpute about the next Succeſſion. 
ab. Who dares diſpute it? we have a power- 
ful Argument 


Of Forty Thoutand ſtrong, that ſhall confute him, 


Cal. A powerful Argument indeed. 


A. I. ſuch a one as will puzzle all your Lo- 5 4 


gick 
And Diſtinctions to * it; 


And ſince we came too late for the performance 
Ot our intended ſervice to the Prince, 
The wronged Prince, we cannot more expreſs 


Our Loyalty to him, than in the right 


Of his moſt hopeful Son. 


Ha. But is he not too Young ? 
Mor. Sure you think us ſo too; but he, and we 


Are Old enough to look through your Diſguiſe, 


And under that to ſee his Father's Enemies. 


4 Guard there, | 
Enter Guard, 
Mor. Seize him, and you that could ſhew rea- 
ſon or example. N 
Ha. Seize me! tor what? ( 


4b. Canſt thou remember ſuch a Name as 


And ask for what: (( (Horrour; 


Ha. That Name I muſt remember, and with 
But fe have dy'd for doing, 
What tliey had dy 'd for if they had not done: : 


It 
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It was the King's Command, and I was only 
Th' unhappy Miniſter. 

Ab. I, ſuch a Miniſter as Wind to Fire, 
That adds an accidental fierceneſs ro 

Its natural Fury. (thy Malice 
Mor. If twere the King's Command, *twas firſt 


Commanded that Command, and then obey'd it. 
H. Nay, if you have reſolv'd it, Truth and 


Reaſon 3 
Are weak and idle Argument 
But let me pity the unhappy Inſtruments 
Of Prince's Wills, whoſe Anger is our Fate, 
And yet their Love's more fatal than their Hate. 


Ab. And how well that Love hath been re- 


„ 0 
Mirvan your Confident, 


By Torture has confeſt. (ſhaws. 
Mor. The Story of the King, and of the Ba- 
Ha. Mirvan, poor- ſpirited Wretch, thou haſt 


. deceiv'd me =” 
Nay then farewel my Hopes, and next my Fears. 
Enter Softy. 


Fo. What horrid Noiſe was that of Drums and 


Trumpets, that ſtruck my Ear? 
What mean theſe Bonds? could not my Grand- 
ſires Jealouſie 5 * 
Be fatished upon his Son, but now (comes next. 
Mult ſeize his deareſt Favourite? ſure my turn 


Ab. *Tis come already, Sir; but to ſucceed 


| him, not them: 

Long live King So. 8 Wy 
: Without Drums and Trumpets. 

| | do. 


CIS 


$9, Alas poor Sohman, how is he altered? 
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So. But why are theſe Men Priſoners? 
Ab. Let this inform you. 9 
So. But is my Grandſire dead? „ 
Ab. As ſure as we are alive. r 
So. Then let 'em ſtill be Priſoners, away with 
Invite our Mother from her fad retirement, 
And all that ſuffer for my Father's Love, 


Reſtraint or Puniſhment. 


Enter Princeſs. 

So. Dear Mother, make 
Our Happineſs compleat, by breaking through 
That Cloud of Sorrow, | 
And let us not be wanting to our ſelves, 


Nou th? Heavens have done their part, 
' Leſt fo ſevere and obſtinate a ſadneſs _ 
Tempt a new Vengeance. (violence 


Princeſs. Sir, to comply with you I'll uſe a a 
Upon my Nature; Joy is ſuch a Foreigner, 
So meer a Stranger to my Thoughts, I know 


Not how to entertain him; but Sorrow 


Ill made by Cuſtom ſo habitual, 
Tis now part of my Nature. 5 
So. But can no Pleaſure, no Delight divert it? 
Greatneſs, or Power, which Women moſt affect, 
It that can do it, rule me, and rule my Empire. 
Princeſs. Sir, ſeek not to rob me of my Tears, 
Fortune - : 
Her ſelf is not fo cruel ; for my Counſels 


Then may be unſucceſsful, but my Prayers 


Shall wait on all your Actions. . 
Enter Solyman, 4 from the Rack. Guard. 


Sol. 


36 The SOPHY. 
Sol. why, becauſe I would not accuſe your 
Father, when your Grandfather (has 
Saw he could not ſtretch my Conſcience, - thus he 
Stretcht my Carcaſ. 
Mor. I think they have ſtretcht hi; Wit too. 
Sol. This is your Father's Love that lies Thus in 
my Bones; (fia aud 
I might have lov'd all the Pocky Whores in Per- 
Have felt it leſs in my Bones. 
Soc. Thy Faith and Honeſty ſhall be rewarded | 
According to thine own delire. 
Fol. Friend, I pray thee tell me whereabout 
mj Knees are, 
1 would fain kneel to thank his Majeſty : 
Why Sir, for the preſent my deſire is only to have 
A good Bone-ſetter, and when your Majeſty has 
diͤ̃ne that Office 
To the Body Politick, and ſome Skilful (Body 
Man to this Body of mine (which if it had cena 
Politick, had never come to ny | 1 thai i) by that 


Time think on ſomething for my ung: 
But muſt none of theſe great o ». © Hang?l for 
Their Villainies? L4ſi de, 


Mor. Yes certainly. 


Sol. Then I need look no further, ſome of their 
Eſtates 


Will ſerve my turn. 
Sol. Bring back thoſe Villains. 
| Euter Haly and Caliph, 
Sol. Now to your Tears, dear Madam, and 
the Gholt 
Of my dead Father, will I conſecrate 


The 
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The firſt Fruits of my Juſtice : Let ſuctfHonours 
And Funeral Rites, as to his Birthand Vertues 
Are due, be firſt performed, then all that were 
Actors, or Authors of ſo black a Deed, 
Be ſacrific'd as Victims to his Ghoſt :. 
Firſt thou, my holy Devil, that couldſt varniſh 
So foul an Act with the fair Name of Piety ; 


Next thou, th* Abuſer of thy Prince's Ear. 


With fooliſh Hope. 


Cal. Sir, I beg your Mercy, (tion 
Ha. And Ia ſpeedy Death, nor ſhall my Reſolu- 
Diſarm it ſelf, nor condeſcend to parle 


So. T were Cruelty to ſpare 'em, I am for 


I muſt commence my Reign in Blood, but Dutty 


And Juſtice to thy Father's Soul exact 5 
This cruel Piety; lets ſtudy for a Puniſhment, * 
rr Rc < 
And borrow from our Sorrow ſo much time, 
T” invent a Torment equal to their Crime. 
. [ Exennt. 
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Aa yet our Author hopes vou are pleas'a, if not, 
Ius having fail 'd, he ha a ſecand Plot: = 


. Rat look you pleaſe the Poet, leſt he vow 
| A full Revenge upon you all, bat how? 


| 1 het ſecing that, you'll thixk it a juji Carſe, 


But that he's troubleſome, and he has ſwore, = 
As Beggars do, Lil trouble you n mort. . dt 


JIS done, and we alive again, and now 251 


There is no Trageay, but in your Brom. 


is this; the next Day ſens us in your Friends, 
.Then laugh at them, and make your ſelves amends. 
Thus, whether it be good or bad, yet you EY 
May pleaſe joar ſelves, and you may pleaſe us too : 


Ti not to kill you all twenty a Day, 
He'll dot at once a more comperidious way; 
He means to write again; but ſo much worſe, 


. 


For cenſuring this: Faith gte hin your Applanſe, 


As yougive Beggars Money ; for no cauſe, 


8 


* * 


5 F< * 6 To of * >; 
5 heb OS * N 


© - 3 N 2 
* — CEE ES 
1 — N , * 4 Io 8 N 4 4 "oP ' ve 


— 
>; 


* 
# 


f 4 
* 1 * 


